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THE RIGHT HO NO- 


rable, his exceeding good Lord, the 
Earle of Middleſex, &c, 


Hob (my good Lord) this 
SS [> martiall Hiſtory ſuffer the 
— N. diuiſion of Atts and Scenes, 
Loth far tbe more perſpicuity 
and height of the celebration, yet neuer 

toucht it at the Stage; or if it had 
(thongh. ſome may perhaps .cauſcleſly 
empaire it) yet wowld it, I hope, fall 
vnder no exception in your Lard/hips 
better-iudgeing eſtimation, ſincr ſceni- 
call repreſentation is ſo farre from gi- 
uing iuſt cauſe of any leaſt diminution ; 
that the perſonall and exa# life it gines 
A} 8 


— 


| 


|, to 4ny [Titory, or other ſicb delineatiun 
| of humane -adtons, aas.to-them luſter, 
| ſpirit and approhenſron, whith the only 
ſethon of Hels and g cenes makes mee 
| ſtand vpon thus mnohy ft: ce h only in 
' ſomepreciſuan;ſmes. will require a lirtle 
preuention: And the haſty profe the ſtule 
auoides, obtaine to the more temperate 
and ſtai d numerous eloeution, ſonie afii- 
flance tothe acceptation ant grace of it. 
Though . my pratitude con- 
| feſſethCmy Lora it's not ſuch as here- 
after F vom to your honor; being written 
E ſo long ſnce; ani hau not the timely 
nipeneſſe of that ape thi (J ban v) 
finde no faut witball for am 
ofetts.” VOIR). | Ty 


Good my Lind vouch 


nutes may admit ſome ſight glantes at 
this, till ſome worke of more nonelty and 


faſhion may conferre this the more liking 
of your honors more worthy deſeruings, 
To which his bounden affection vowes 


all ſeruices. 


Euer your Lordſhips 


GEO. CAYMAN. 


The Argument. 
FYJOmpey and (ſar bring their Armies 
SM ſo neare Nome, that the Senate ex- 
cept agaiaſt them. (ſar vaduly 
and ambitioully commanding his forces. 
Pompey more for feare of ( aſars violence to 
the State, then mou'd with any affectation 
of his own greatneſſe. Their oppoſite plead- 
ings, out of which admirable narrations are 
made, which yet not conducing to their ends, 
warte ends them. In which at fiſt (ſar is 
Forct to fly, whom P not purſuing with 
ſuch wings as fitted a ſpeeding Conqueror; 
his victory was preuented, and he vnhappi- 
ly diſhonot d. Whole ill fortune his moſt lo- 
uing and leatned wife (Cornelia trauailde at- 
ter, with paines ſolemneand carefull enough; 
whom thetwo Lenenli and others attended, 
till ſhe miſerably found him, and ſaw him 
monttrouſly murthered, 
Both the Conſuls and Cato are ſlaughterd 
| | with their one invincible hands; and ( 
ar (in ſpight of all his fortune) without his 
| | victory, victor. 


ONELY AIVSTMAN 
ISA FREE MAN. 


Act I. Scene I, 


* —— 


Cato, rAthenadorns, Porc im, Statilius. 


Ow will the two Suns of our Romane Heauen 
(Pompey & Caſar) in their Tropicke burning, 
Wita their contention; all the clouds aſſemble 
That thicaten tempel}s to our peace & Em- 
Which we ſhall ſhortly ſee poure down in bloud, (pire, 
Ciuill and naturall, wilde and barbarous turning. 
Ab. From whence preſage you this? 
Cat, From both their Armies, 
Now gathered neere our Italie, contending 
To enter ſcucrally: Pompey: brought ſo neere 
zy Romes conſent; for ſeare of tyranous Ceſar, 
Which Ce/ar fearing to be done in fauour 
Of Pompey, and his pallage to the Empire; 
Hath brought on his for interuention. 
And ſuch a flocke of Puttocks follow Ceſar, 
For fall of his ill-diſpoſed Purſe 
(That neuer yet ſpar d Croſſe to Aquiline vertue 
as well may make all ciuill ſpirits ſuſpicious. 
Locke how againſt great raines, a ſtanding Poole 
Of Paddockes, Todes,and water-Snakes put vp 


Cat, 


Thei⸗ 


The Tragedy of 


Their ſpeckl d throates aboue the venemous Lake, 
Croking and gaſping for ſame freſh ſalne drops s 
ra quench their poiſond thirſiʒ being neere to ſliſle l 
With clotterd purgings of their one foule bane; 
So fill, where Ceſar goes, there thruſt vp head, 
Impoſtors, Flatterers, Fauorites, and Bawdes, 
Buftons, Intelligencers, ſelect wits; 
Cloſe Murthcrers, Montibanckes, and decaied Theeues, 
To gaine their baneſull liues reliefes from him. 
From Btitaine, Belgia, France, and Germanie, 
The ſcum of either Countrie, (chus'd by him, 
To be his blacke Guard, and red Agents here) 
Swarming about him. 

Perc. Aud all theſe are ſaid 
To beſuborn'd, in chiefe, againſt your ſelſe; 
Since Ceſar chiefly ſeares, that you will (it 
This day his oppoſite; in the cauſe for which 
Both you were ſent for home; and he hath ſtolnc 
Accelle ſo ſoone here; Pompey: whole relt raiſde 
To his encounter; and on both ſides, Rome 
In generall yproafe. 

Stat. Which Sir, if you aw, 
And knew, how for the danger, all ſulpect 
To this your worthieſt friend(for that knowne treedome 
His ſpirit will vſe this day, gunſſ both the Rivals, 
His wife and familie mourne, no food, no comfort 
Allowd them, for his danger) you would vſe 
Your vtmoſt powrso (tay him from the Senate, 
All this daies Seſſion. 

Cat. Hee's too wile, Statiline, 
For all is nothing. 

Stat. Nothing Sir ? I faw 
Caſter and Pollax Temple, thruſt vp full, 


With all the damn d crew you have lately nam d. 
The marker place and ſu ſwarming with them 
And where the Senate ſit, are Ruffians pointed 


To keepe from entring the degrees that goc 


= 


_———_ 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


Vp to the Bench; all other but the Conſuls, 
Ceſar and Pompey, and the Senators, 
And all for no cauſe, but to keepe out (aro, 
With any violence, any villanie 
And is this nothing Sir? Is his One life, 
On whom all goodlives, and their goods depend, 
In Romes whole Empire! All the lutffice there 
That's free, and ſimple; all ſuch virtues too, 
And a'l ſuch knowledge; Nothing, nothing, all : 
Cat, Away Statilinu ; how long ſhall thy loue 
Exceede thy knowledge of me, and the Gods ? 
Whoſe rights thou wrongſt for my right ? haue nor f 
Their powers to guard me, in a cauſe of theirs? 
Their iuftice, and integrity included 
In what 1 fHland for ? he tharfeares the Gods, 
For guard of any goodneſſe; all things feares ; 
Earthy Seas, and Aire ; Heauen,darkneile,broade day-light, 
Rumor, and Silence, and his very ſhade : 
And what an Aſpen ſoule hath ſuch a creature ? 
How dangerous to his ſoule is ſuch a feare ? 
In hole cold fits, is all heauens iuſtice ſhaken 
To his faint thoughts; and all the goodneſſe there 
Due to all good men, by the gods owne yowes, 
Nay, by the firmeneſle of their endleſſe Being, 


All which ſhall faile as ſoone as, any one L 
Good to a good man in theny*+ for his goodneſſe kk; 
Preceeds trom them, and is4 beame of theirs, 


O neuer more, Starifouw, my this feare 
Taint thy bould bolome, for thy ſelſe, or friend, 
More then the gods are fearefull to defend. 
Ather. Come; let him goe, Statilins ; and your fright; 
This man hath inward guard, paſt your yong light. Exc 


Enter Muinntine, manet ( 440, 


Cat. Welcome; come (tand by me in what is fit 
For our poore Cities ſafety ; nor reſpect 
Her proudeſt foes corruption, or our danger 
B 2 


Ot 


— —— —— * 
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Oft what ſeene face ſocuer, 


| 
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Ain. I am yours, 


But what alas, Sir. can the weakneſſe doe 


Againſt our whole State of vs only two? 

You know our Statilts ſpirits are ſo corrupt 

And ſeruile to the greateſt ; that what croſſeth 
Them, or their ohe particular wealth, or honor 


They will not enterpriſe to ſave the Empire. 


Cat, I know it; yet let vs doe like our ſclucs, Excunt. 
Enter ſome bearing Axes, bundles of rods, bare ; before t- 
Conſult, («ſar and Metellna x Antboniia, and Marcellus 
in couples ; Senators, People, Souldiers, & c. ſollomung. 
The Conſul enter the Degrees, with Ant homus, 
and Marcellus: Ceſar Raying a while 
without with Metellus, who bath 


4 paper in his band, 


Ce. Moue you for entring only Pompey: army 
Which it you gaine for him; forme, all juſtice 
Will ioyne with my requeſt of entring mine. 
Met. Tis like fo, and | purpoſe to enforce it. 
Ce But might we not win Cao to our friendſhip 
By honoring ſpeeches, nor perſwaſiue gitts ? 
Mer. Not pollible. 
Ceſ. Not. by enforciue vſage? 
Met, Not all the violence that can be vſde, 
Ot power, or ſet authoitry can ſtirte him, 
Much leſſe faire words win, or rewards corrupt him; 
And therefore all meanes we muſt vſe to keepe him 
From oft the Bench. 
Ceſ. Giue you the courſe for that, 
And if he offer entry, I haue fellowes 
Will ſerue your will on him, at my giuen ſignall. 


They aſcend, 


Enter 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


Enter Tompey, Gabinine, Vibius, Demetrius, with papers. 
Enter the Liſtr, aſcend and fit. After whom enter 
Cato, Alimnutixe , eAthenodori , 
Statilina, Porcins, R 
Cat, He is the man that fits ſo cloſe to Ceſar, | 
And holds the law there,whiſpering ; ſee the Cowh 
Hath guards of arm'd men got, againſt one naked. 
Ile part their whiſpering virtue. 
1 Hold, keepe out. 
2 What? honor'd Cato ? enter, chuſe thy place. 
Cat, Come in; 
He dr awe: him in and fitt betwixt Ceſar and Motelluu. 
— Away vnworthy groomes. 
3 No more, 
C. What ſhoald one ſay to him? 
Met. He will be Stoicall, 
Cat. Where fit place is not giuen, it muſt be taken, 
4 Doe, take it ( are; feare no greateſt of them; 
Thou ſeek'it the peoples good; and theſe their one. 
5 Braue Cato! what a countenance he puts on 
Let's giue his noble will, our vemolt power, — 
6 Be bould in all thy will ; for being iuſt, F 
Thou mailt defiethe gods. — Sy 
Cat. Said like a God, 
Alet. We muſt endure theſe people. 
Ce/: Doe, begin. 
Met, Conſuls, and reuerend Fathers; And ye people, 
Whoſe voyces are the voyces of the Gods, 
I here haue drawnea law, by good conſent, 
For entring into ſtah, the army 
Of Rome: great Pompey: that his forces here, 
As well as he, great Rome, may relt ſecure 
From danger of the yet (till ſmoaking fire, 
Of Catilmer abhorr'd conſpiracy : 
Of which che very chiefe areleft aliue, 
Only chaſtiſde, but with a gentle priton, 
Cat. Put them to death then, and lrike dead our feare, 
5 3 That 
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That well you vrge, by their vnſit ſuruiuall. 
Rather then keepe it quick; and two lives giue it, 
By entertaining Pompeys army too. 

That giues as great cauſe of our feare, as they. 

For their conſpiracy, onely was to make 

One Tyrant cuer all the State of Rewe. 

And Pompey: army, ſufferd to be entred, 

ls, to make him, or giue him mcanes to be ſo. 

Met. It followes not. 

Cat. In purpoſe; cleately Sir, 

Vhich lle illuſtrate, with acleare exat ple. 

If it be day, the Tunne's abeue the earthi; 

Which tollowes not (youle anſwere) for tis day ö 

When firſt the morning breakes; and yet is then | 

The body of the Sunne beneath the earth; l 
| 


But he is virtually aboue it roo, 
Becauſe his beames are there; and who then knowes not 
His golden body will ſoone after mount. 
So Pompeyt army entred [taty, 
Let Pompey's notin Rowe ; but Powpey's beames 
| Who fees not there ? and conſequently, he 
ls in all meanes enthron d inth'Emperie- . 
Met. Examples proue not, we will haue the army 
Of Pompey entred. 
þ Cato, We? which we intend you? | 
Haue you already bought the peoples voices ? 
Or beate our Conſuls or our Senate here 
|| So ſmall loue to theit Courtry that their wills 
Beyond their Countrys right are ſo petuerſe, 
I To giuea Tyrant here entire command ? 
Which I haue prou'd as cleare :8 day, they doe, 
if either the Conſpirators ſuruiuing 
Be let to liue; or Powpeyrarmy centred 
Both which, beat one ſole path; and threat one danger. 
| Ce/, Conſuls, and honor d Fathers; The ſole entry 
Of Pompey: army, Ile not yet examine 
But for the great Conſpirators yet living, 


— — — — —— 
© 
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(Which 
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Cæſar and Pompey. 


(Which Cuts will conclude as one ſelſe danger, 
To our deare Country ; and deterre all therefore 
That louetheir Country, from their liues defence 
1 ſee no reaſon why ſuch danger hangs 
Os their ſau d lives ; being fn ſaſe kept in priſon ; 
And ſince cloſe priſon, to a Roman freedome, 
Ten fold torments more, then ditecteſt death, 
Who can be thought to louethe leſſe his Country, 
That ſeekes to ſaue their lives ? And lelt my ſelſe 
(Thus ſpeaking for them) be vniuſtly toucht 
With any leſſe doubt of my Countryes loue, 
Why (reuerend Fathers) may it be eſteem d 
Selle praiſe in me, to proue my ſelſe a chiete 
Both in my loue of her; and in deſert 
Of her like loue in me? For he that does 
Moſt honour to his Miſtriſſe well may boall 
(Without leaſt queſtion) that he loucs ker malt. 
And though things long ſince done, were long ſince 
And ſo may ſeeme ſuperfluous to repeat; (known, 
Vet being forgotten, as things neuer done, 
* 1 %. 

/ 
Put all together z I haue paſt them all 
That by their acts can boaſt themſelues to be 


Their repetition needfull is, in juſtice, 
Their Countries lovers: firlt in thoſe wilde kingdomes 


For hoping it will ſeeme no leſle empaire 
To others acts, to truely tell mine one 


Tenflame the ſhame of that obliujon : 

Subdu'd to Rome, by my vawearied toyles- 

Which 1 diſſausg d and made nobly ciuill. 

Next, in the multitude obthoſe rude Realmes 

That ſo 1 faſhiond; and to Remes yong Empire 

Of old haue added : Then the battailes numbred 
This hand hath fought, and wonne for her, with all 
Thoſe infinites of dreadfull enemies 

due in them: T wiee fifteene hundred thouſand 
All able Souldiers) I haue dtiuen at once 

Before my forces : and in ſundry onſets, 


- 
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A thouſand thouſand of them, put to ſword : 
Belides, I tooke in leſſe then ten yeares time, 
By ſtrong allault, aboue eight hundred Cities, 
Three hundred ſeuerall Nations, in that ſpace, 
Subduing to my Countrey ; all which ſeruice, 
I cruſt, may intereſt me in her loue, 
publique, and gencrallenough,to aquit me 
Of any ſelſe · loue; paſt her common good: 
For any motion of particular iuſtice 
(By which her generall Empire is maintaind ) 
That I can make for thoſe acculed priſoners, 
Which is but by the way ; that fo the 5calon 
Aletellus makes for entring Pompey: armic, 
May not more weighty ſeeme, then to agree 
With thoſe impriſon'd nobles, vitall ſafeties. 
Which granted, or but yeelded fit to be, 
May well extenuate the neceſlity 
Ofentring Pompey: armie. 
Cat. All that need 
I ecoke away before z and reaſons gaue 
For a neceſſity to keepe it out 
Whoſe entry (I thinke) he himſelte affects not. 
Since as well thinke he aſfects not th Empire, 
And both thoſe thoughts hold ſince he loues his Country, 
In my great hopes of him too well to ſecke 
His ſole rule of:her,when ſo many ſoules, 
So hard a taske approue itz nor my hopes 
Of his ſincere loue to his Country, build 
On ſandier grounds then Ceſar  lince he can 
As good Cards ſhew for it as («ſar did, 
And quit therein the cloſe aſperſion 
Ot his ambition, ſeeking to imploy 
His army in the breaſt of /taly. 
Pomp, Let me not thus (imperiall Bench and Senate) 
Feele myſelte beat about the cares, and toſt 
With others breathes to any coaſt they pleaſe: 
And not put ſome (tay to my errors in them. 


| 
; 


* 
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Cæſar and Pompey. 


The gods can witneſſe that not my ambition 
Hath — to queſtion th entry of my attuy; 
And therefore not ſuſpected the effect, 

Of which that entry is ſuppoſde the c:uſe : 
Which is a will in me, to give my power 

The rule of Remes ſole Empire ; that molt ſtrangely 
Would put my will in others powers z and powers 
( Vntorſeit by my fault) in others wills. 

My ſelfe-loue, out of which all this mult riſe : 
will not wrong the knowne prooſes of my loue 
To this my natiue Cities publique good. 

To quit, or thinke of; nor repeat thoſe prooſes 
Con ſirm d in thoſe three triumphs I haue made ; 
For conqueſt of the whole inhabited world; 

Firſt eAfrick, Exrope, aud then eAfia, 

Which neuer Conſull but my ſelſe could boaſt. 
Nor can blinde Fortune vaunt her partiall hand, 
In any part of all my ſeruices, 

Though ſome haue ſaid, ſhe was the page of Ceſar, 
Both ſayling, marching, 6ghting, and preparing 
His bghes in very order of his battailes : 

The parts ſhe plaid for him inuerting nature, 

As giving calmneſle to th'enraged fea z 
Impoling Summers weather on ſterne winter; 
Winging the ſloweſt foot he did command, 
And his moſt Cowherd making fierce of hand. 
And all this euer when the force of man 

Was quite exceeded in it all; and ſhe 

In th inflant adding her cleare deity. 

Yet, her for me, I both diſclaime and ſcorne; 
And where all fortune is renounc t, no reaſon 
Will thinke one man transferd with affectation 
Ofall Pome: Empire; for he muſt haue fortune 
That goes bey ond a man; and where ſo many 
Their hand- ulla finde with it ; the one is mad 
That vndergoes it: and where that is clear d 
Thrimputed meanesto it, 1 my ſute 


—— — — 


| 


l 


! 
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For entry of mine army, I confute. 


| 
| 


That Pompey 
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Cate What reſts then, this of all parts being diſclaimd? 
Met. My part, Sir, reſis, that let great Pompey beare 
What ſpirit he liſts ; «is needfull yet for Rome, 
That this Law be eſtabliſht for his army, 
Ceſ. Tis then as needfull to admit in mine; 


Or elle let both lay downe our armes ; for elſe 


To take my charge off, and lexue Powpey his ; 
You wrongfully accuſe me to intend 
Atyranny amongſt ye ; and ſhall giue 


' Pompey full meanes to be himſelſe a tyrant, 


Auth Can this be anſwer' dt 

1 {nf Is it then your wils 

ſhall ceaſe armes ? 

Aub. What elle ? 

Ommer, No, no. 

2 (ov. Shall Caſar ceaſe his armes? 
Omn. I, I. 

Anth, For ſhame 


ben yecld to this cleare equity, that both 


May leaue their armes. 

Onmn, We indifferent Rand. 

Met. Read but this law, and you ſhall ſec a difference 
Twixt equity and your iadiffterency y 
All — —— anſwered z Read it Notary, 

Cat, He ſhall not read ir. 

Met, | will read it tben. 

Ain. Nor thou ſhalt read it, being a thing fo vaiae, 
Pretending cauſe for Pompey: armics entry, 
That only by thy Complicesand thee ; 
Tis forg'd to ſetahe Senate in anvproare- 

Met, | haue it Sir, in memory, and will ſpeake it. 


Cat. Thou ſhalt be dumbe as ſoone, 
Ceſ, Pull downe this Cato, 
Author of fations, and to priſon with him, 
Gen. Come downe Sir. He draw, 
Pom. Hence ye mercenary Ruffians. ant all draw, 
3 Conſ. 


«DA AF. 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


cen What outrage ſhe you / ſheath your inſolent (words; 
Or be proelaim'd your Countreys foes andiraytors. 
Pom, How inſolent a part was this in you, 
To offer the impriſonment of Cu 
When there is right in him (were forme ſo anſwer's 
With termes and place) to ſend vs both topriſon ? 
If, of our owne ambitions, we ſheuld offer 
Th'entry of our armies; for who knowes 
That, of vs both, the beſt friend to his Country, 
And ſreeſt from his owne particular ends ; 
(Being in his power) would not allume the Empire.. 
And hauing it, could rule the State ſo well ; 
As now tis gouer'nd, for the common good 
Ceſi Accuſe your ſelſe, Sir, (i your conſcience vrge it) 
Or of ambition, or corruption, 
Or inſuthciency to rule the Empire, 
And ſound not me with your Lead. 8 
Pom. Lead ! tis Gold, Fes bh 
And ſpirit of Gold too to the politique droſſe 
With which ſalſe (4/#r ſounds men and for which 
His praiſe aud honour crownes them z who ſaynds not 
Theinmoſt fand of Ce/ar ? for but ſand 
Is all the rope of your great parts affected. 
You — well, and arc learn d: and golden (peech 
Did Nature neuet giue man z but to guild 
A copper ſoule in him; and all that learning 


That heartily is ſpent in painting ſpeech, 
Is merely pela and b dd Lewis 
But y aue another praiſe for teraperance, 
Which nought commends your free choice to be temperate· 
For ſo you muſt be; at leaſt in your meales, 
Since y'aue a maiady that tyes you to it; 
For feare of daily fals in your aſpirings. 
And your diſeaſe the gods nete gaue to man; 
But ſuch a one, as had a ſpirit too great 
For all his bodies paſſages to ſerue it, 
Which notes th'excelle of yours ambition. 
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The malady chancing where the pores and paſſages 

| Through which the ſpirit of a man is borne, 

| So narrow ate, and ſtraight, that oftentimes 
They intercept it quite, and choake it vp. 

And yet becauſe the greatneſſe of it notes 

A heat mere fleſhly, and of bloods ranck fire, 

Goates are of all beaſts ſubiect᷑ il to it moſt. 


But deales this man ingeniouſly, to tax 
Men with a frailty that the gods inflit? 
Pomp. The gods inflit on men, diſeaſes neuer, 
Or other out ward maimes but to decipher, 
orrect, and order ſome rude vice within them : 
* And why decipher they it, but to make 
Men note, and ſhun, and tax it to th'extreame ? 
Nor will 1 ſee my Countryes hopes abuſde, 
In any man commanding in her Empire 
' Ifmy more tryall of him, makes me ſee more 
Into his intricaſies j and my treedome 
Hlath ſpirit to ſpeake more, then obſeruers ſeruile. 
| Ce, Be free, Sir, of your in and your ſpeech ; 
And ſpeak, and ſee more, then the world belides ; 
I mult remember I haue heard of one, 
bat fame gaue out. could ſcethorow Oke and ſtone 
And of another ſet in Sicily, 
' Thatcould diſcerne the Carthaginian Nauy, 
| And number them diſtinctly, leaving harbor, 
Though full a day and nights ſalle diltant thence : 
| But theſe things (Reuerend Fathers) I conceiue, 
Hardly appeare to you worth graue beliefe: 
And . lince ſuch (trange things haue beene ſeene 
la my ſo deepe and foule detraftions, 
By only Lyncean 7 z who was moll 
Lou d and belecu'd of Kowes molt famous whore, 
Infamous Flora; by ſo fine a man 
| As Galba, or Sarmentns ; any iefter 
| Or flatterer may draw through a Ladyes Ring 


By 


(ef. Your ſclfe might haue it then, if choſe faults cauſe it; 


1 


Czlarand Pompey. 


By one that all his Souldiers call in ſcorne 
| Great Agamenmen, or the king of men; 
p I reſt vnmou d with him ; and yeeld to you 
To right my wrongs, or his abuſe allow, 
Cat, My Lords, ye make all Rowe amaz'd to heare, 
Pen. Away, Ile heare no more I heare it thunder 
My Lords; All 5 that loue the good of Rowe, 
I charge ye, follow me; all ſuch as lay, 
Are friends to Cæſæ, and their Coontreys foes. 
Ce/. Theuent will fall out contrary, my Lords. 
1 Conſ.Goegthou art a thieſe to — thine army, 
Or be proclaim d, forthwith, her open foe. 
1 Conf, Pompey,l — thee, helpe thy iniur'd Country 
With what powers thou haſt arm'd, and leuy more. 
The Ruffans, Warre, warre, O Ceſar, 
Sen. and Prop, Peace, peace, worthy Pompey. 


Act II. Scenel. * 


Enter Fronts al ragg d, in an auer gromne red Beard, 
W ir 4 Halter m bu band, 
looking about. 


N Artes, warres, and preſſes, fly in fire about; 
0 VV No more can I lurke in my laſie corners, ; 
a Nor ſhitting courſes : and with honeſt meanes 
0 To rack my miſcrable life out, more 
The rack is not ſo fearcfull ; when diſhoneſt 
And villanous faſhions faile me ; can | hope 
To liue with virtuous? or to raiſe my fortunes 
By creeping vp in Souldierly degrees ? 
Since — varied thorow all his —_ 
Will put no better caſe on me then this; 
Deſpaice / come ſeaſe me: 1 7 meanes; 
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And ſpent all in the ſwinge of lewd aftcRions; 
Plung'din all riot, and the rage of blood ; 
In full aſſurance that being knaue enough, 


Bzrbarous enough, bale, ignorant enough, , 
I needs mult haue enough, while this world laſted ; F 
Yet, ſince | am a poore, and ragged knaue, | 
My rags diſgace my knauery ſo, that none | 
Will thinke I am knauczas if good clothes 

Were knacks to know a knaue ; when all men know 


He has no living ? which knacks ſince 17 knauery 
Can ſhew no more and only ſhew is al 
That this world cares for Ile ſlep out of all 


The cares tis fleept in. He offers to bang bimſelfe, 


T hander, and the Gulfe opens flames iſſuing ; and O- 
phion aſcending, with the face, wings, and 
taile of a Dragon ; à alis coate all 

ſpeckled on the throat. 


Opb. Hold Raſcall, hang thy ſelſe in theſe dayes ? 
The only time that euer was for a Raſcall to liue in? 

Fron. How chance I cannot live then ? 

Ob. Either th art not raſeall nor villaine enough; 
Or elſe thou doſt not pretend honeſty 
And piety enough to diſguiſe it: 

Fro, That s cettaine, for every aſſe does that. 
What art thou ? 

Oph. A villaine wotſe then thou. 

Fre. And doſt breathe ? 

Opb. I (peake thou heer'ſt, I moue, my pulſe beates 8 
Fall as thine. 

Fre. And wherefore liu'ft thou? 

Ophb. The world's out of frame, a thouſand Rulers 
Wrelting it this way, and that, with as many 
— — ; when, as heauens is mou'd 
Onely by one; ſo ſhould the Sphere of earth be, and 
He haue it ſo. 


Czlar and Pompey. 


Fro, How canſt thou ? what art thou / 

Oph, My ſhzpe may tell thee, 

Fre, No man? 

Oph. Man ? no, ſpawne of a clot, none of that eurſed 
Crew, damn d in the malle it ſelfe, plagu'd in his birth, 
Confinde to creepe below, and wreſtle with the Elements; 
Teach himſelſe tortures z kill himſelfe, hang himſelfe ; 
No ſuch gally ſlaue, but at warte with heauen ; 
Spurningthe power of the gods, command the Elements. 

Pro. What maiſt thou be then ? 

Oph. An endleſſe friend of thine ; an immortall deuill. 

Fre. Heaven bleſſe vs. | 

Oph. Nay then, forth, goe, hang thy ſelſe and thou tal it 
Of heauen once. 

Fro, | haue done; what devill art thou ? 

Opb. Read the old Roick Pherecides, that tel thee 
Me truly, and ſayes that | Op (for ſo is 
My name.) 

Fro, Ophionems what's that ? 

Opb. Deuiliſh Serpent, by interpretation; was generall 
. of that rebellious hot of ſpirits that 2 
Wag d warte with heauen. 

Fro, And ſo were hurt d downe to hell. 

Opb. We were ſozand yet haue the rule of carthzand cares 
Any man for the worſt of hell then? 

Fro, Why ſhonld he ? 

Ophb. Well ſaid z what's thy name now ? 

Fro, My name is Fromto, 

Oph. Frentel A good one; and has Fronts liu d thus long 
In Ne d loſt his ſtate at dice ? murther'd his 
Brother for his meanes ? ſpent all ? run thorow worſe 
Offices ſiace / beene a Promoter fa Purueyor ? a Pander ? 
A Sumner ? a Sergeant ? an Intelligencer / and at laſt 
Hang thy ſelſe ? 

Fre, How the deuill knowes he all this? 

pb. Why thou art a moſt gteene Plover in policy, 1 
Perceiue z and maiſt drinke Colts · ſoote, for all thy 
Horſe mane 
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Horſemane beard : S light, what need haſt 
| Thou to hang thy ſelfe ? as if there were a dearth 
| | Of hangmen in the land ? Thou liu'lt in a good cheape 
'| 
| 


State, a man may be hang here for alittle, or 

Nothing, What's the reaſon of thy deſperation ? 
[| Fro. My idle diſlolute life, is thruſt out of all his corners 
' By this ſearching tumult now on foot in Rome. 
— —Cc nowand Pempey 
Qlre both for battaile: Powpey (in his ſeare 
't, Of Ceſars greater force) is ſending hence 
| His wife and children, and he bent to fly. 


Enter Pompey running oner the Stage with bis wife aud cbil 
dren, Gabimina, Demetrius, Filius, Page: ; other Se. 
natori, the Conſult and all following, 


See, all are on their wingsy and all the City 
Inſuch an vproare, as if hire and ſword 

Were ranſacking, and ruining their houſes, 
No idle perſon now can lurke neare Rome, 

All muſt to armes; or ſhake their heeles beneath 
Her martiall halters; whoſe officious pride 


Ile ſhun, and vſe mine one ſ : | beforc'e 
To helpe my Countrey, whenit forceth me 
To this paſt-helping pickle? 


| | Oph. Goe to, thou ſhalt ſerue me; chuſe thy profeſſion ; 
And whatcloth thou wouldſt wiſh to haue thy Coat 


Cut out on, _ 


Fro. I can name none. x 
Opb. Shall I be thy learud Counſaile ? 
Fro, None better. 


Opb. Be an Archflamen then, to one of the Gods, 
Fro. Archflamen 2 what's that ? 
Oph, A Prieſt. 
Fro. A Prie(t ? that nere was Clerke t 
Opb. No Clerke? what then? 

The greateſt Clerks are not the wiſeſt men. 


ns 


— _ 


© ym Op oo 
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Nor ekils it for degrees in a knaue, or a fogles preferment, 
Thou ſhale riſe by fortune: let deſert riſe leiſurely 
Enough, and by degrees , fortune preferres headlong, 
And comes like riches to a man; 50 e riches being 
Got with little paines, and little with huge paines, And 
For diſcharge ofthe Prieſthood, what thou want(l 
In learning, thou ſhale take out in goodfellowſhip : 
Thou ſhale equiuocate with the Sophiſter, prate with 
The Lawyer, ſcrape with the Vſurer, drinke with the 
Dutchman, (weare with the French man, cheat 
With the Engliſh man, brag with the Scot, and 
Turne all this to Religion, Hoc eſt regnnns 
Deorum Gentibue, 

Fre. All this I can doe to a haire. 

Opb. Very good. wilt thou ſue thy ſelfe deepely learn d too, 
And to liue licentiouſly here, care for nothing hereafter ? 

Fro, Notfor hell? 

Oph. For hell? ſoft dir; hopꝰſt thou to purchaſe hell 
With only dicing or whoring away thy liuing ? 
Murtheting thy brother, and fo forth ? No there 
Remaine works of a higher hand and deeper braine, 
To obtaine hell, Thinkſt thou carths great 
Potentates haue gotten their places there with 9 
Any ſingle act ot murther, poyſoning, adutery, > © 
And the reſt ? No; tis a purchaſe for all manner 
Of villany ; eſpecially, that may be priuiledg d 
By Authority; colourd with holineſſe, and enioyd 
With pleaſure. 

Fre. © this were melt hon ourable and admirable, 

Oph. Why ſuch an admirable honorable villane ſhalt 
Thou be. 


Fro. Ist poſlible ? 
Oph. Make no doubt ont; lle inſpire thee. 
Fre, Sacred and puiſſant. He kneeles. 


Oph, Away, Companion and friend, giue me thy 
Hand; ſay, doſt not loue me ? art not enamourd 
Of my acquaintance ? 


D Fro, 


— 


wy 


| The Tragedy of 


Fro · Protelt I am, 
| Opb: Well ſaid, proteſt and tis enough. And know for 
| Infallible, I haue promotion tor thee ; both here, and 
! Hercaſter ; which not one great one amongſt 
Mons ſhall euer aſpire to, «Alexander, nor great 
u, retaine thoſe titles in hell, that they did 
On earth. | 
| Fro, No? Opb. No: he that fold Seacoale here, ſhall be 
A Baron there, he that was a cheating 
Rogue here, ſhall be a luſtice of peace there; 
A knaue here, a knight there. In the meanc 
Space, learne what it is to liue z and thou ſhalc 
Haue Chopines at commandment to any height 
Of life thou canſt wiſh. 
| Fro, I feare my fall is too low. 
\ Oph. Too low foole thaſt thou not heard of Vulcan falling 
Out of heauen ? Light a thy and no matter 
Though thou halt ſt with thy beſt friend euer after ; tis 
The more comely and faſhionable. Better goe lame 
In the faſhion with Pompey, then neuer ſo vpright, 
' Quite out of thefaſhon with Cato, 
| Fro. Yet you cannot change the old faſhion (they lay ) 
And hide your clouen feet. 
Oph, No ? I can weare Roſes that ſhall ſpread quite 
| Ouer them. 
Fre, For loue of the faſhion doe then. 
Oph. Goe to; I will hereafter, 
Fre, But for the Prieſthood you offer me, l affect it not. 
Opb. No ? hat ſaiſt thou to a rich office then ? 
Fre, The only {ſecond meanes to raiſe a raſcall 
In the earth. 
it Opb. Goe to; lle helpe thee to the beſt ich earth then: 
And that 's in Siciie; the very ſlorehouſe of the 
' Romanes, where the Lord chiefe Cenſor there 
Les now a dying; whoſe ſoule I will haue; and 
Thou ſhalt haue his office. 


— — —— ͤö-⸗ã—¾ — — Z —— 
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Nuntius. 


Fre. Excellent was euer great office better ſupplied / Excunt. 


” : 
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Nuntius. 


Now is the mighty Empreſſe of the earth 

(Great Rome) faſt lockt vp in her fancied firength, 
All broke in yproares y fearing the iuſt gods 

In plagues will drowne her ſo abuſed bleſſings. : 
In which feare, all without her wals, fly in; 

By both their jarring Champions ruſhing out; 
And thoſe that were within, as faſt fly forth 

The Conſuls both are fled without one rite 

Of ſacrifice ſubmitted to the gods, 

At euer heretofore their cuſtome was 

When they began the bloody frights of warre. 

In which our two great Souldiers now encountring, 
Since both left Rame, oppor'd in bitter skirmiſh, 
Pompey (not willing yet to hazard battaile, 

By Cato; counſaile, vrging — cauſe) fled: 
Which firing Cefar: ſpirit j he purſu d 

So home, and fiereely, that great Pompey skorning 
The heart he tooke, by his aduiſed flight, 


iſde aduice as much as his purſuite. 
— — in Zybis, an aged Lion, 


vrg d from his I couert, feares the light 
i ond a — trance, 
Giues way to chace a while, and coldly hunts, 
Till with the youthfull hunters wanton heat, 

He all his coole wrath frets into a flame: 
And then his (ſides he ſwinges with his Sterne, 

To laſh his ſtrenth vp, let's downe all his browes 
About his burning eyes ; ereRts his mane, 
Breaks all his throat in thunders, and to wreake 
His huaters inſolence, his heart cuen barking; 
player — 
wich ſuch a gaſtly horror, that in heapes, 

His proud foes fly, and he that lation keepes : 
N 
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By Caſars hard — ho turnd freſh head, 
And flew vpon his foe with ſuch a rapture 

As tooke vp into furies, all friends feares; 

Who fir d with his firſt turning, all turnd head, 
And gaue ſo herce a charge, their followers fled, 
Whoſe inſtant iſſue on their both ſides, ſec, 
Andafter ſet out ſuch a tragedy, 

As all the Princes of the earth may come 

To take their patternes by the ſpirits of Rem. 


Alarme, after which enter Ceſar following Craſſi- 
ni usc aling to the Souldiery, 


Craff. Stay cowherd, fly ye («arr fortunes ? 

Ceſ. Forbeare fooliſh ¶ aim, we contend in vaine 
To ſtay theſe vapours, and mult raiſe our Campe. 

Crafſ. How ſhall we riſe (my Lord) but all in yproares, 
Being ſtill purſude? | 


Enter Aci 


The purſuit ſtayes, my Lord, 

Pompey hath ſounded a retreat, reſigning 

His time to you to vic, in inſtant rayſing 

Your ill-lodg'd army, pitching now where fortune 
May good amends make for het fault to day. 

Ceſ. It was not fortuncs fault, but mine ecilins, 
To giue my foe charge, being ſo neare the fea, 
Where well | knew the eminence of his ſtrength, 
And ſhould haue driven theneounter farther off; 
Bearing before me ſack a goodly Country, 

So plentiful, and rich, in all things fic 

To haue ſuppli'd my armies want with victuals, 
And th able Cities too, to it, 
Of Macedon and Theſſaly, where now 
Irather was beſieg d for want of food, 

Then did aſſault with fighting force of armes. 


Enter 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


Enter eAmthony, Udi, with others. 


Ant. See, Sir, here's one friend of your foes recouer'd. 

Cef. Vibine In happy houre. 

Wb. For me vnha ** a 

(ef. What t brought againſt your will? 

Vs. Elſe had not come. 

Amt. Sir, hee s your priſoner, but had made you his, 
Had all the reſt purſu'd the chace like him; 
He draue on like a fary ʒ paſt all friends, 
But we thattooke him quick in his engagement. 

C Oe, you 4 to pay a ranſome 
Ot infinite rate, for had your Generall ĩoyn d 
In your addreſſion, or knowne how to conquer 
This day had prou d him the ſupreame of Ceſar. 
Vih.Knowne how to conquer?His ſiue hundred Conquelts 
Atchieu d ere this day, make that doubt vnfic 
For him that flyes him; for, of iſſues doubtfull 
Who can at all times put on for the belt ? 
— I were mad, mult hee his army venture 

n my engegement / Nor are Generalls euer 

Their — dif} dy their proper Angels, 
But truſt againſt them, oſtentimes, their Counſailes, 
Wherein, I doubt not, Ceſar: ſelſe hath err d 
Sometimes, as well as Pompey. 

rk Or done worſe, 
In diſo 


Of which, chis dayes abuſed light is witneſle ; 
By which I might haue ſcene a courle ſecure 
Of this diſcomtiture. 
Ant. Amends ſits ever 
Aboue repentance, what's done, wiſk not yndone z 
But that prepared patience that you know 
Beſt fits a ſouldier charg'd with hardeſt fortunes 
Au ks ſtill your vſe, ſince (till —_— kept 
Ope (till the clearer eyes —— x 
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beying my Counlaile (/ibim) vhs 1 


In other men, but in what I approve 


| Directly peace. In meane ſpace Ile prepare 
| Whoſe hopes now reſting at 
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To place the next act, in the ſurer right. 
Ceſ. You prompt me nobly Sir, repayring in me 

Mine owne (tayes practice, out of whole repoſe 

The ſtrong convullions of my ſpirits forc't me 

Thus farre beyond my temper; but good Vibius, 

Be tanſum d with my loue, and halte to Pompey, J 

Entreating hinffrdm me, that we may meet, 

And for that reaſon which I know this day 

(Was given by Cato, for his purſutes (tay 

Which was preuention of out Romane blood) 

Propoſe my ofter of our hearty peace. 

That being recuncil'd, and mutuall faith 

Giuen on our either part, not three dayes light 

May further ſhew vs foes, but (both our armics 

Dilperſt in Gariſons) we returne 

Within chat time to /raly, ſuch friends 

$in our Countryes loue, containe our ſplenes 

Vib. Tis offerd, dit, boue the rate of ¶ gar 


Beneath his merits: which I will not faile 
Teenforce at fullto Pompey, nor forget 
In any time the gratitude of my ſeruice. Fi, ſalxter Aut. aud 
Ceſ.Y our loue, Sir, and your friendſhip. the ether, & exit. 
Ant. This prepares a good induction to the change of for- 
In this dayes iſſue, if the pride it kindles (tune, 
In Pompey: vaines, makes him deny a peace 
So g-nely offerd: for her alterd hand 
Works neuer ſurer from her ill to 
On his ſide ſhe hath hurt, and on the ether 
With other changes, then when meanes are vſde 
To keepe her conſtant, yet retire reſuſde. 

C. I try no ſuch concluſion, but deſire 


For other iſſue in my meanes; 


In that part of my army, wich Sau, 
I wonder he ſo long delaies to bring me, 


Czlar and Pompey. 


And muſt in perſon haſte him, if this Euen 
I heare not from him. 
Crafſ, That (1 bope) flyes farre 
Your full intent, my Lord, ſince Pompey: navie, 
You know, lies houeringall alongſt thole (eas, 
In tos much danger, for what ayde ſoeuer 
You can procure to paſſe your perſon {afe, 
Acil. Which doubt may prove the cauſe that (tayes Sabinuuy 
And, if with ſhipping fit to paſſe your army, 
He yet ſtraines time to venture, I preſume 
You will not paſſe yu perſon with ſuch Conuoy 
Of thoſe poore veſlela, as may ſerue you here, 
Ce. How ſhall I helpe it ? ſhall I ſuffer this 
Torment of his delay ? and rack ſuſpitions 
Worſe then aſſur'd Rionsthrough my thoughts. 
Aub. Paſt doubt he will be here I left all orderd, 
And full agreement made with him to make 
All vemolt hafte, nolealt let once ſuſpected. 
C. Suſpected ? what ſulpection ſhould feare a friend 
In ſuch aſſur'd (treighes from his friends enlargement. " < 
If ewere his ſouldiers ſaſeties he ſo tenders, re * 
Were it not better they ſhould ſinke by (ea, 
Then wrack their number, King and cauſe aſhore ? 
Their ſtay is worth their rune, ſhould we live, 
If they in fault were? if their leader! he 
Sould dye the deaths of all; in meane pace, I 
That ſhould not, beare all, fly the ſight in ſhame, 
Thou eye of nature, and abortive night 
Fall dead among vs: with defects, defects 
Mult ſerue proportion; iuſtice neuer can 
Be elſe reſtor'd, nor right the wrongs of mans FE xcunt. 


Pompey, Cato, Gab, D emetriva, eMAtheno- 
dorw, Percin, Stati. 


Pomp. This charge of our fierce foe, the firiendly gods 
Haue in our ſtregthen d ſpirits beaten back _ 
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With happy iſſue, and his forces leſſen d. 
Ot ewo andthirty Enſignes fore t from him, 
Two thouſand ſouldiers ſlaine. 
Cat. O boalt not that, 
Their lotle is yours, my Lord. 
Pomp. I boall it not, 
But only name the number, 
Gab. Which right well 
You might haue raiſde ſo high, that on their cops 
Your Throne was offer'd, euer Conerlooke 
Subuerted Ceſar, had you beene ſo bleſt 
To giue ſuch honor to your Captaines Counſailes 
As the ir alacrities did long to merit 
With proofefull action. 
Dem, O twas ill neglected. 
Stat. It was deferr'd with reaſon, which not yet 
I heuent ſo cleare is to confute. 
Fem. If twere, 

Our likelieſt then was, not to hazard batraile, 

Thaduenture being ſo caſuall; if compar d 

With our more certaine meanes to his ſubuerſion 2 
For finding now our atmy amply ſtorde 

With all things fc to tarry ſurer time, 

Reaſon thought better to extend to length 

The warte betwixt vs ; that his little ſtrength 
May by degrees proue none; which vrged now, 
(Conſiſting of his beſt andableſt ſouldiers ) 

We ſhould haue found at one direct ſet batcaile 
Of matchleſſe valours, their defects of victuall 
Not ty ring yet enough on their tough nerucs, 
Where, on the other part, to put them (till 

In motion, and remotion, here and there , 
Enforcing them to fortifying (bil 
Where euer they ſet downe; to a wall, 


Keepe watch all night in armour: their moſt pare 
Can neuer beare it, by their reſſion; 
spent heretofore too much in ele toy les. 


Cat. 


* 
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Cat. I ſo aduiſde, and yet repent it not, 
But much reioycein ſo much ſaued blood 
As had beene pour d out in the ſtroke of battaile, 
ha ſe fury thus prevented, comprehends 
Your Countreys good, and Empires; in whoſe care, 
Let me beſeech you that in all this warte, 

You lackno City, ſubie to our Rule, 

Nor put to ſword one Citizen of Rowe; 

But when the needfull ſury of the ſword 

Can make no fit diſtinction in maine battaile, 
That you will pleaſe (till to prolong the ſtroke 
Of ablolute deciſion to thele iarres, 
Conſidering you ſhall ſurike it with a men 

Of much skill and experience, and ene 

That will his Conqueſt (ell at infinite rate, 

If that muſt end your difference; but I doubt 
There will come humble offer on his part, 
Of honor d peace to you, for whoſe ſweet name 


So cryed out to you in our late-met Senate, 2 
Loſt no fit offer of that wiſhed treaty. 8 | 
Take pity on your Countreys blood as much —— 


As poſſible may ſtand without the danger 
Of hindering her iultice on her foes, 
Which all the godsto your full wiſh diſpoſe. 
Pom. Why will you leaue vs? whither will you goe 
To keepe your worthyelt perſon in more ſafety 
Then in my army, ſo deuoted to you ? 
Cat. My perſon is the lealt, my Lord, I value: 
I am commanded by our Senate, 
To view the Cities, and the kingdomes ſcituate 
About your either , that which Gide 
—.— — no di — — — 4 
Puft with — — or by impe 
May take their { more then the care of one 
May curb and order in theſe neighbor conkines 
My chiefe paſſe yet reſolues for Vtica. 
Pan, Tour pallhQay want Gland, end warty FRO 


— 


| | With mutuall greeti 


The'T ragedy of 


May all good powers make ſaſe, and alwayes anſwer 
Tour infinite merits, with their like protection. 
In which, I make no doubt but we meet 
gs. or for abſolute conqueſt 
Or peace preuenting that our bloody ſtroke, , 
| Nor let our parting be diſhonar'd ſo, 
As not to take into our nobleſt notice 
Tour ſelſe (moſt learned and admired Father) 
| Whoſe merits, it I liue,ſhall lack no honor. 
Porcine, Statiling, though your ſpirits with mine 
| Would highly chere me, yer ye ſhall beſtow chem 


[| 


: 


7 


[IF With no meane friend, to ſpirit your next encounter, 


By your hand a 


In much more worthy conduct; but loue me, 
| And wiſh me conquelt,tor your Countreys ſake. 
Sta. Out liues ſhall ſeale our lanes, Sir, with worlt deaths 


| Aduentur'd in your ſeruice. 
Pom. Vate my friends, Freut. ( ut. Athen Por. Sat, 
Theſe friendsthus s more then time we minded 


Our loli friend . 
Gab. ou can want nofriends, 
See, our two Conſuls, Sir, betwixt them bringing 
The wurthy Tun.. 


Enter t Conſuli leading Brat betwixt them. 


1 Conſ. We attend (my Lord) 


Six thouſand of our choice Patriciatf youths 
Brought in his conduct. 

| | 22 Conf, Aud though neuer yet 

le hath ſaluted you with any word 


| 


|/'! Orlooke of ſlendreſt louein his whole life, 
Since that long time fince, of his fachers death 


rd ; yet (ee, at your need 
He comes to ſetue youfreely for his Country. 

Pom, His friendly „making vp a third 
With both your perſons, I us — 
As it Jenes triple flame had eld, 


i 
| 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


And lightn'd on my right hand, from his ſhicld; 
Bre. ] well aſſuremy ſelſe, Sir, that no thought 
In your ingenious conſtruction, touches 
At the aſperſion that my tendred ſeruice 
Proceeds om my deſpaire of elſewhere ſafety, 
But that my Countreys ſafety owning iuſtly 
My wholc habilities ot life and fortunes, 
And you the ableſi ſautor of her ſaſty, 
Her loue, and (for your loue of her) your one 
Only makes ſacred to your vic my offering, 
Pom. Farre fly all other thought from my conſtruftion, 
And due acceptance of the liberall honor, 
Your loue hath done me, which the gods are witneſſe, 
| take as ſlitr d vp in you by their fauours, 
Nor leſſe eſleeme it then an offering holy: 
Since, as of all things, man is ſaid the meaſure, 
So your full merits meaſure forth a man. 
1 Conf, See yet, my Lord, more friends, 
2 Cem Five Kings, your ſeruants. Ys 


Enter fine Kings. 


Hil. Conqueſt and all grace crownethe gracious Pompey, 
To ſerue whom in the ſacred Romane ſaſety, 
My ſelſe, Iberua King, preſent my forces. 

Theſſ. And I that hold the tributary Throne 
Of Grecian Theſſah, ſubmit my homage, 

To Rane, and Pompey, 

Cul. So _ too. 

Epir. And ſo Shira. 

Thre, Laſtly 1 from Threce | 
Preſent the duties of my power and ſeruice. 

Pere. Your royall aides deſetue of Ran- and Pompey 
Our ytmoſt honors, O may now our fortune 
Not ballance her broad brealt ewixt two light wings, 
Nor on a ſlippery globe ſuſtaine her ſteps, 


But as the Spartans ſay, the 5 Queene 


— 


(The 
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(xe flood Ewe paſſing) laid alide 
Hier Glaſſe, her Ceſton. and het amorous graces, 
And in Lycwgw fauor; arm'd her beauties 
' With Shield and laueline, ſo may fortune now, 
The flood of all ourenemics forces paſſing 
With her faire Enlignes, and arriu'd at ours, 
Diſplume her ſhoulders, caſt off her wing d ſhooes, 
' Her faithleſſe, and (til-rowling Rone ſpurne from her, 
And enter our powers as ſhe may remaine 
Our firme aſſiſtent: that the generall aydes, 
Fauours, and honors you performe to Rowe, 
May make her build with you her endleſſe home. 
Om. The gods vouchſaſe it and our cauſes right. 
Dem, What ſuddaine Shade is this ? obſerue my Lords, 
The vight, methinks, comes on before her houre. 
Thunder and lightning. 
Gb. Nor truſt me if my thoughts conceive not ſo. 
Bru. What thin clouds fly the winds, like ſwiſteſt hafts 
__ aires middleregion, 
1 Conf: They preſage 
Vnuſuall tem - 5. "Þ 
2 Conf, And tis their repaire, 
Tage darken thus the gloomy ayte. 
Pom. Let's force no e from it, but avoid 
The vapors furics now by ſaus employd. 


T hander continued, and.(aſar enters dg. 


The wrathfull tempeſt of the angry night, 
Where hell flyes muti'd vp in clouds of pitch, 
Mingl'd with Sulphure, and theſe dreadfu!l bolts, 
The Cyclops Ram in Janes Artillery, 

— —— _ — in all their horrors, 
p to the enuious in ſpight of Caſær. 

O night, O ielous night, ot all the nobleſt 

Beauties, and glories, here the gods haue ſtroke 

Their foure digeſtions, from thy galtly Chaos, 


Bluſh - 


Czlar and Pompey. 


Bluſh thus to drownethem all in this houre ſign d 
By the neceſſity of fate for ¶ ar. 

I that haue ranſacke all the world for worth, 

To forme in man the image of the 

Mult like them haue the power to check the worlt 
Of all things vnder their celeſtiall Empire, 

Stoope it, and burlt it, or breake through it all, 
With vſe and ſafety, till the Crowne be ſet 

Oa all my ations; that the hand of nature 

Inall her worſt works ayming atan end, 

May in a maſter-peece of hers be ſeru d 

With tops, and fate be for his virtuous Crowne : 
Not lift arts thus farre yp in glorious frame, 

To let them vaniſh thus in ſmoke and ſhame, 

This river A (in whoſe mouth now lyes 

A Pynnace Iv ſſe in, to fetch on 

My armies dull reſt from rundum) 

That isatallrimes elſe exceeding calme, 

(By reaſon ofa purling winde that flyes 

Offrom the ſhore each morning, driuing vp * 
The billowsfarre to ſea) in this nighe yet, 2 f 
Beares ſuch a terrible gale ; put off from ſea, F 
As beats the land wind back, and thruſts the flood 
Vp in ſuch vproare, that no boat dare ſtirre- 
And on it is diſperſt all Powpey: nauy 
To make my perill yet more enuious. 
Shall I yet ſbrinke for all ? were all, yet more? 
There is a certaine need that j mult giue 
Way to my paſle none, knowne, that I muſt live, 


Enter Maſter of a frip with Savors 


Maſt. What battaile isthere fought now in the ayre. 
That threats the wrack of nature ? 

(M. ſter t come. 
Shall we thruſt through it all / 
Mat. Whatlplt man, 
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Art thou in hopes and fortunes, that dar't make 


So deſpetate a motion. 
4 Ce/: Launch man, and all thy ſeares fraight diſauow, 
| | | Thoucarrielt Car and his fortunes now. 


Act III. Scene ]. 


8. 
l Pompty,twe Canſuls, fine Kings, Brutus, 04 


Demetris. 


T Ow to Thall, where the ſmarting ſtrokes 
Of our reſolu d contention mull reſound, 
(My Lords and friends of Rene) | giue you all 
Such welcome as the ſpirit of all my fortunes, 
Conquelts, and triumphs (now come for their cro'.: . | 
Can crowne your fauour with, and ſerue the 
Of my deare Country, to her ytmult wiſh ; 
Ican but ſet vp all my being to giue 
So good an end to my forerunning Ad; 
The powers in me thatformd them bauing loſt 
No leaſt time ſince, in — — 
But like ſo many Bees t me home, 
The tweet of what ſoeuer flowers haue 
In all the meades, and gardens of the world. 
All which hath growne Gill, as the time encreaſe 
In which ewas gather d, and with which it ſte mm d. 
That what decay ſoeuer blood inferr'd, 
Might with my mindes ſtore, be ſuppli d, and cher d. 
All which, ig/one fire of this inflane fight 
lle burne, ad ſacrifice to eut ry cinder 
In ſacred ng to my $ loue, 
And therefore what euent ſocuer fort, 
As Ino praiſe will looke for, but the good 
Freely beltow on all; (if good ſucceed) 


1 
ö 
4 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


So if aduerſe fate fall, I wiſh no blame, 
But hill befalne me, made my fortunes ſhame, 
Not mine, nor my fault. 
1 Conſ, We too well loue Pomp»y, 
To doe him that iniuſtice. 

Bru, Who more thirſts 
TheConquelt, then reſolves to beate the foile? 

Pom. Said Brutw-like, giue ſeuerall witneſle all, 

That you acquit me whatſocuer fall. 

2 Conſ, Particular men particular fates mull beare, 
Who feeles his owne wounds leſſe, to wound another? 

The. Leave him the worlt whoſe belt is left yndone, 
He only conquers whoſe minde ſlill is one- 

tir. Free miades, like dice, fall ſqareAvhar ere the caſt. 

/bir. Who on him ſelfe ſole ſtands, ſtands ſolely faſt, 

7hra. He's never downe, whoſe minde fighes (till aloft. 

Ci Who cares for vp or downe, when all's but thought. 

Gab. To things cuents doth no mans power extend. 

Dem, Since gods rule all, who any thing would mend, 

Pom. c(weetly eaſe my charge, your ſelues vnbutthening. 
Return d not yet our trumpet, ſent to know 
Ot iu certaine late ? 

Gab. Not yet, my Lord . 

Pomp. Too long protract we all meanes to recoucr 
His perſon quick or dead, for 1 [hill chinke 
His lolle ſeru d fate, before we blew retreat; 

I hough ſome affirme him ſee ne. ſoone after fighting. 

Dems. Not after, Sir, (I heard )but ere it ended. 

Gab. He bore a great minde to extend our purſuit 
Much further then it was; and ſeru d that day 
(When you had, like the true head of a battaile, 

Led all the body inthac glorious turne) 

Vpon a farre-< tf Squadron that ſtood faſt 

In conduct of the great Care eAnbony, 

Wher all the reſt were fled, fo paſt a man 

Thar in their cough receipt of him, I faw him 

Thrice brcake thorow all with eaſe, and paile as faire 
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As he had all beene fire, and but ayre. 
Poems, He (tuck at laſt yet, in their mid(}, it ſeem d 
Gab. So haue I ſeene à hredrake glide at midnight 
Before a dying man to point his graue, 
And in it ſtick and hide. 
Dem. He comes yet late, 


eA Trumpet ſounds, and enter; before Viking, 


with ochert. 


Pom, O Vibius, welcome, what a priſoner ? 
With mighty Ce/er, and fo quickly ranſomd ? 
Vib. | Sir, my ranſome, needed lutle time, 
Either to gaine agreement for the value, 
Or the disburſment. ſince in Ceſar: grace 
We both concluded. 
Pow. Was his grace ſo free- 
Vi. For your reſpeR, Sin 
Poms. Nay, Sit, for his glory. 
That the maine Conquelt he ſo ſurely builds on, 
(Which euer is forcrun with 1 
I ake not effect, by raking any friend 
From all the moſt, my defence can make, 
But mult be compleat, by his perſect owne. 
Vib, 1 know, Sir, you more nobly rate the freedome 
He freely gaue your friend; then to peruert it 
So paſt his wiidome: that knowes much too well 
Tlrvncertaine (tate of Conqueſt; to raiſe frames 
Offuch ption on her fickle wings, 
And chiefely in a loſſe ſo late, and grieuous, 
Beſides, your forces farre exceeding his, 
His whole powers _ but two and twenty thouſand : 
And yours full foure and forty thouſend ſtrong : 
— all which yet, he flood as farre from feare 
amy enlargement, as the confident glory 
You pleaſe Ha ny him; and had — 
In my ſo kinde diſmiſſion, that as kindely 


Cæſar and Pom pey. 


Imight ſolicite a ſure peace betwixt you. 
Pom, A peace ? lit poſlible ? 
vis. Come doe not ſhewehis wanton incredulity too much. 
Pom. Beleeue me I was farce from ſucha thought 
In his high ſtomack: Cu prophecied then 
W hat thinke my Lords our Conſuls, and friend Brutus : 
Om, An ofter happy: 
Bru, Weite it plaine and hearty. 
Pom, I, there s the true inſpecton to his proſpect. 
Bru, This fireight of his perhaps may nced a ſleight 
Ot ſome hid (rat to bring him off. 
Pom, Deuices of a new ſordge to entrap me t 
Ireſt in ¶ aſars ſhades ? walke his ſtrow'd paths ? 
Sleepe in his quiet waues ? lle ſooner — 
Hibernian Boggs, and quickſands; and hell month 
Take for my ſanctuaty: in bad parts 
That no extreames will better, natures finger 
Hath marke him to te, to take heed of him. 
What thinks my Bratw t 
Brs. Tis your beſt and ſafeſt. 
Pom. This offer d peace of his is ſure a ſnare 
To make our warte the bloodier, whoſe far feare 


Makes me I dare not now (in — maturer 
Then late enclin'de me) put in vic the Counſaile 


Your noble father Cato (parting) gaue me, 
Whoſe much too tender ſhunning innocent blood, 
This battaile hazards now, that mult coſt more. 
1 Cow. It does, and therefore now no more deferre it. 
Pom. Say all men ſo? 
Om, — * 
Pow. eue ye 
Becauſe 1 — to erre with Cats 
Then with the truth goe of the world beſides 
But ſince it ſhall this other ſtroke, 
Ye gods that our great Romane Genix« 
Haue made, not giue vs one dayesconquelt only, 
Nor grow in conqueſts for ſome little time, 
F 


"= 
q % 


| 
: 
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As did the qu of the Macedo; 
Nor be by land great only, like Lacan 


Nor yet by ſea alone, as was th. Are, , 


Nor flowly (ti:r'd vp, lie the Perſian _ z 
Nor rockt aſleepe ſoone, like the Tonian ſpirit. 


But made our Romane Genias, fiery, watchfull, 


And euen from Rome! 1 his yc uth wich hers, 


Grow as ſhe grew, and firme as earth abide, 

By her encreaſing pomp, at ſea, and ſhore, 

In peace, in battaile ; againſt Greeceas well 

As our Barbarian foes j command yet further 

re firme and iuſt gods, our aſſiſtfull Angell 

For Rome, and Pompey, who now fights for Rome , 
That all theſe royall Lawes, to vs, and iuſlice 

Of common ſafety, may the ſelfe-Joue drowne 
Ot tyrannous (ſar; and my care for all 

Tour Altats crown d with endleſſe feſtiuall. 


Ceſar, Au bon, a Soothſayer, Craſia u 
eAcilins, with others, 


Extams. 


Ce, Say (ſacred Southſayer) and informe the truth, 
What liking haſt thou ot our facrifice ? 
Soth. Imperiall Ce/ar, at your facred charge, 
I drew a milke white Oxe iato the Temple, 
And turning there his face into the eat, 
(Fearefully ſhaking et the ſhining light) 
Downe fell his horned forchea1 to his boofe, 
When | began to greet him with the ſtroke, 
That ſhould prepare him for the holy rites, 
With hydeous roares he laid out ſuch a throat 
As mide the ſecret lurk'ngs of the god 
To anſiyer ecco-hke, in threatning ſounds : 
Iſtroke againe at him, and then he ſlept, 
His life-blood boy ling our at eu-ry wound 
la ſtreams as cleare as any liquid Ruby, 
And there began to alter my preſage, , 
Ihe 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


The other ill Ggzes ſhewing th'ether fortune, 
Ofyour laſt skirmiſh, which farre pe row 
Proves, ill beginuing: good cuents for. ſhew, 
Fot nc the beall cut vp, and laid on th hat, 
Hts lims were all lickt vp with inſtant flames, 
Not like the Elementall fire that burnes 
In houſhald vſes, lamely ſtruggling vp, 
This way and that way winding as t riſes, 
But (eight and vprigheJr: ache his proper ſphere 
Where burnes the tire eternall and ſincere. 
Cef. And what may that preſage ? 
Sooth. That euen the ſpirit 
Of heavens pure flame flew downe and tauiſht vp 
Teur offerings blaze in that religicusioſtant, 
Which ſhewes th'alacritic and cheereſull vittue 
Or heauens free bounty, doing good in time, F 
And with what ſwiſtneſſe true deuotions chime, N 
Omm, The gods be bonor'd, 
Jeeth. O behold with wonder, 
The ſacred blaze is like a torch enlightned, 
Directly — juſl aboue your campe! 
Om. Mir . 
Seth. Beleeue it, with all thanks: 
The Romance Cu is alterd now, 
Andarmes for Ceſar. 
C. Soothſayer be for ever 
Reuerenc't ol Ceſar, O Marc Anthony, 
thought to railemy camp, and all my tents, 
Tooke downefor ſwiſt remotion to Scetaſſa. 
Shall now our hold / 
Anth, Againſſ be gods? 7 
They grace in th inſſant, and in thiinſtant we 
« Muſt adde cur parts, and be in th'vic az free. | 
Crafſ. See Sir, the ſcouts teturne. Euter twoſcomts. 


What neues friends f 
' why From. — Lord: the yownrd of the foe 
rung d already; 
5 Fa 2 Som. 
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2 Scou, Anſwerthem, and arme: 
Jou cannot let your reſt of batrell yp 

la happyer houre; tor I this night beheld 
A ſtt ange confulton in your enemies campe, 
The ſouldiers tiking armes in all diſmay, 
And hurling them againe as faſt to earth. 

Euery way routing; as th'alarme were then 

Guen to their army. A molt cauſcleſſefeare 

| Diſperſt quite through them. 

Ce Then twas Jene himſelſe 

That with his ſecret finger ſtirr'd in them. 
Crafſ. Other preſages of ſucceſſe (my Lord) 

Haue (trangely hapn'd in th adiacent Cities, 

To this your army : for in Traliu, 

1 Within a Temple, built to Victory, 
There ſtands a ſtatue of your forme and name, 

Neate whoſe firme bale, euen from the marble pauement, 


There ſprang a Palme tree vp, in this laſt night, 


That ſeemes to ctomne your (tatue with his boughs, 
Spred in wrapt ſhadowes round about your browes. 

(ef. The ligne, Creſſinus, is molt ſtrange and gracefull, 
Nor could get iſſue, but by power diuine ; 
Vet will not that, nor all abodes beſides 
(Of neuer ſach kinde promiſe of ſucceſle ) 
Performe it without tough acts of our owne. 
No care, no netue the letle to be emploid; 
No offering to the gods, no vowes, no prayers : 
Secure and idle ſpirits neuer thrive 
When moſt the gods for their aduancements friue. 
14 And therefore tell me what abodes ou build(t on 
In an ſpirit to act, enflam'd in the, 
| Or in our Souldiers feenereſolu'd addrefles ? 

| Craf]. Great and firy virtue. And this day 
4}  Beſure (great ( cſar) of effect: as great 

la abſolute copquelt ; to which are 'd 

Enforcervents teſolute, from thisarm'd hand, 
Which thou ſhalt ptaiſe me for aliue or dead. 


Czlarand Pompey. 


C Alive (ye gods vouchſafe) and my true yowes 

F r lue in him (great heauen ) for all my focs 

(Being naturall Romans) ſo farre ioyntly heare 

As may not hurt our Conqueſt; as with feare 

Which thou already ſtrangely haſt diffufde 

Through all their army: whicn extend to flight 

Without one bloody ſtroke of force and fight, 
Aub. Tis time, my Lord, you put in forme your battell, 
C. Since we muſt hghe then, and no offerd peace 

Will take with Pompey : I teioyce to ſee 

This long-time lookt for, and molt happy day, 

In which we now ſhall fight, with mes, not hunger, 

With toyles, not ſweats of blood through yeares extended, 

This one day ſeruing to decide all jarres 

Twixt me and Pompey, Hang out of my tent 

My Crimſine coat of armes, to giue my ſouldiers 

That cuer-ſure ſigne of reſolu'd-for fight. 

ri. Theſe hands ſhall giue that ſigne to all their longings. 

Exit Crafſ, 

Caf. My Lord, my army, Ithinke beſt to order 

In three full Squadrons : of which let me pray 


Muy ſelſe will lead the right wing, and my place 
Of fighteleR in my tenth legion; 
My battell by Demitius Calvin 
Shall take direction. 


The Cote of Armet hung ent, and the Soul dier: 
Gente within, 
An, Heark, your ſouldiers ſhoute 

For ioy to ſee your bloody Cote of Armes 
Allure their fight this morning. 

Ca/- A bleſt Euen 
Bring on them worthy comforts, And ye gods 

rere your good preſages in euents 
Of fitcrowne for our diſcipline, and deeds 
Wrought vp by coaquelt that my vie of it 

F 3 May 


Your ſelſe would take on you the left wings charge; ; = 
— 


By all my good, acknowledg'd given by you. 


35 in euery vaine of Empire, 


Thunder and lighten me to death; and make | 
My ſenſes feed the flame, my ſoule the crack. 
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May wipe the hateful and vnwotthy ſlaine 

Of Tyrant from my Templcs and exchange it 

For fautor of my Country, ye haue guen 

That title to thoſe poore and tearetull fowles 

That euety ſound puts vp, in frights and cryes , 
Euen then, when all Rewer powers were ve ke and heartler, 
When traitcrous fires, and fierce Barbarian (wo ds, 
Rapines, and ſoule-cxpiring ( aughters fild 

Her houſes, Temples, all her ayre, and earth. 

To me then (whom your bounties haue enform'd 
With (uch a ſpirit as deſpiſeth feare z 

Commands in either fortune, knowes, and arme: 
Againſt the worſt of fate j and therefore can 

Diſpoſe bleſt meanes, encourag dto the belt) 

Much more vouchſaſe that honor ; chieſely now, 
When Rome wants only this dayes conquelt giuen me 
To make her happy / to confirme the brightnelle 
That yet ſhe ſhines in oucr all the world 

In Empire, riches, ſtrife of all the Art, 

In gifts of Cities, and of kingdomes ſent her 

In Crownes laid at her feet, in euery grace 

That ſhores, and ſeas, floods, Iſlands, Continents, 
Groues, fields, hills, mines, and metals can produce 
All which 7 (victor) will encreaſe, / vow 1 


Act IIII Scene J. 
Pompey in baſte, Brutus, Saliuu, Vibiea folowing., 


In all the w meet now in onely me, 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


Was ever ſoueraigne Captaine of ſo many 
Armies and Nations, ſo oppreſt as I, 
With one hoſts headitrong outrage ? vrging fight, 
Yet fly about my campe in panick terrors ; 

No reaſon vndet heauen ſuggeſting cauſe. 

And what is this but euen the gods deterring 

My iudgement frow enforcing fight this morne ? 
Thenes-ficd night made day with Meteors, 

Fir d oucr Ceſar: campe,and falne in mine, 

As pointing out the terrible events 

Yet in ſuſpence but where they threat their fall 
Speake not thele prodigies with fiery tongues, 
Andeloquence that ſhould not moue but t. uiſh 

All ſound mindes, from thus tempting the iult gods, 
And ſpitting out their faire premoniſhing flames 
With brackiſh rheumes of ruderand brainſick number, 
Whar's in finitely more, thus wild, thus tad 

For one poore tortune of a beaten few z 

To halfe ſo many aid, and dreadiull ſouldiers ? 
Long train'd/long foughten ? able, nimole, periect 
To ture and winde aduantage euery way ? as * 
Encreaſe with little, and enforce with none? = X* 
Ma..e bold as Lyons, gaunt as tamiſht wolues, 
With till feru'd flaughters, and continua!l toy les. 
Bra, You hould not, Sir, foi ſake your owne wiſe Counſel], 
Your owne experience: diſcipline, owne practie, 

Owne god iaſpired inſight to all changes, 

Ot Protean fortune, and her ziny, arte, 

For hetts, nd hels of tuch; Wat man will thinke 

The belt of them, not mad; to fee them range 

So vpand dune your campe, already ſung 

For offices ſalne, by Ceſærs built on tall, 

Betore one liroke be ſtruck Dm, Spint ber, 

Your father Scipio nc w —— 

For Ceſars place of vniuetſall Biſhop ? 
Are you th' obſerued rule, and vouc ht example 
Who euer would commend Phylitians, 
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That would not follow the diſeaſd delires 
Of their lick patients ? yet incurte your ſelſe 
The faults that you ſo much abhorre in others. 
Poms. | cannot, Sit, abide mens open mouthes, 
Nor be ill ſpoken of ; not haue my counſels 
And circumſpections, turnd on me for fares, 
Wich mocks and ſcandals that would make a man 
Of lead, alightningy inthe deſperar'ſt onſet 
That euer trampled vnder death, his life. 
beate the touch of ſeate for all their ſatetics, 
Or for mine owne ? enlarge with twice as many 
Selfe · liues, (clfe-fortuncs ? they ſhall ſinke beneath 
Their owne credulitics, before I crofſe them. 
Come. halle, diſpoſe our battaile. 
Fib. Good my Lord, 
Againſt your C warre not for the world. 
Pom. By all worlds he that moues me next to beare 
Their {cots and imputations of my feare 
For any cauſe, ſhall beare this ſword to hell. 
Away, to 2 — my Lord lead you 
The whole ſix nd ot our yong Patricians, 
Plac't in the left wing to enuiron Ceſar. 
My father Scipis ſhall lead the battaile; 
Domitixy the left wing ; I the right 
Againſt Marc «Anthony. Take now your fils 
Le beaſlly doters on your barbarous wills. E xeunt. 


Alarme, excurſion, of al * The fine Kings drinen euer 
the Stage, Craſſinins pur ſming At the 
dore enter againe the fine Kingr, The 
baiiei conmned within, 


Eper. Fly, fly, the day was loſtbefore twas foughs. 
Theſſ, The Romans feard their ſhadowes. 
—— 
Such mon dences, as laſt night 
Their Cups and muſique ſhew d ? Before the morning * 
Made 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


* luch amazes ere one ſtroke wad ſtruck? , - 
er. It made great Pompey mad, which who coul 2 
The gods had hand in it. * a1 
Tra. It made the Conſuls 
Run on their ſwords to ſce t. The brane Patricians 
Fled with their ſpoy led faces, arrowes ſticking 
As ſhot from heauen at them. 
Theſ. Twas the charge 
That Ce gaue againlt them. 
E pur, Come, A Way, 
Leaue all, and wonder at this fatall dag.  Exexmt, 


The pghtneerer ; and enter, Craſſizon,e ſword, 4s tre 
through bu face ; be fals. Jo him Pompey and Ca- 
ſar fightmg © Pompey giver , Car follnws, 
and enter at anotber dere. 


C. Purſue, purſue ;the gods ſoreſhew d their powers, 
Which we gaue illue, and the day is ours 
Craſſinew ? O looke vp: he does, and ſhewes 
Death in his broken eyes; which Ceſ@: hands 
Shall doe the henor of cternall cloſure, 1 
Too well thou keptlt thy word, that thou this day e, G 
Wouldſt doe me feruice to our victory, 
Which in thy life or death I ſhould behold, | 
And praiſethce for; I doe, and mul admire 
Thy matchles valoury euer euer reſt 
Thy manly lincaments, which in a tombe 
Etected to thy noble name and virtues, 
Ile curioſly preſerve with balmes, and ſpices, 
In eminent place of theſe Pharlalian heids, 
Inſcrib'd with this true ſoule of funeral, 


Epitaph: 
Craſſineus fought for ſame, and d, Rome, 


Who/e publique 1 — 


» 
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Enter ſome taking bim off, whow Ceſar helps, 
Enter Pompey, Demetrius, with black robes in their 
hands, bread hats, (he. 


Pom. Thus haue the gods their juſtice, men their wils, 
And l, by mens wils rulde ; my felferenouncing, 
Am by my Angell and the gods abhort d; 
Who drew me, like a vapour, vp to heauen 
To daſh me like a tempeſt gainſt the earth 
O the deſerued terrors that attend 
On humane confidence / had euer men 
Such outrage of preſumption to be victors 
Before they arm'd / To ſend to Re betore 
For houſes neare the marker place, their rents 
Strowd all with flowers, and noſegayes tables couer'd 
With cups and banquets; bayes and mirtle garlands, 


As ready to doe ſacrifice for con 
Rather then arme them for fit enfore it 
Which when I ſaw, | knew as well th euent 


As now | fcele it, and becauſe I rag d 


Nn that preſage, my qe ſhe wing me clearcly 


(As in a mirror) all this curſed iſcue; 

And therefore — all meanes to put it off 

For this day, or from theſe fields to ſome ot her, 
Or from this om nous confidence, till I ſaw 
Their ſpirits ſettl d in ſome grauet knowledge 

Ol what belong d to ſuch a de are decifion ; 

They ſpotted me with feare, with loue of glory, 
To keepe in my command ſo many Kings, 

So great an army ; all the hellith blaſtings 

That could be breath'd on me, to ſtrike me blinde 
Of honor, ſpirit and ſoule: And ſhould I then 

Save them that would in (pight of heauen be ruinde? 
And, in the ir ſafeties ruine me and mine 

In everlaſting rage of their detration. 

Dew, Your and owne honor did deſetue 


Reſpect 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


Reſpect paſt all their values; O my Lord 
Would you ? 

Pom. Vpbraid me not goe to, goe on. 

Dem, No; lle not rub the wound. The miſery is, 
The gods for any error in a man 
(Which they might rectiſy, and ſhould; becauſe 
That man marntain'd the right)Thould ſuffer wrong 
To be thus infolent, thus grac't, thus bleſt ? 

Pom. O the (range carriage of their acts, by which 
Men order theirs z andtherr deuotions in them; 
Much rather ſitiuing to entangle men 
In pathleſle error, then with regular right 
Conſitme their reaſons, ind OR lighe. 

For now Sir, whatſoever was foreſhowne 
By heauen, or prodigy; ten parts more for vs, 
Forewarning vs, deterring vs, and all 
Our blinde and brainlefletrenzies, then for Ceſar ; 
All yet will be aſcribdeto his regard 
Giuen by the gods for His cod arts, preferrin 
T heir gloſſe (being ſtarck impoltures) to the lle, 
Loue, honor, piety, of our lawes and Countrey. 
Though i thinke theſe are arguments enow 
For my acquitall, chat for all theſe fought. 

Dem. V are cleare, my Lord. 

Pom. Gu ds helpe me, av am; 
What euet my vntoucht command of millions 
Through all my eight and ftry yeares, hath woonne, 
This one day (in the worlds ellceme) hath loft, 
So vile is praile and diſpraiſe by euent · 
For Iam fill my ſeſſe in every worth 
The world could grace me with, had this dayes Euen 
Ia one blaze ioyn d, with all my other — 
And ſhall my comforts in my well-knowne ſelſe 
Faile me for their falſe fires, Demet 

Dem, O no, my Lord. 

Pom, Take grieſe for ther, as if 
The totem heated world _ ſleepe my ſoule 
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In filthy putrifation of their owne ? 
Since their applauſes faile me? that are hiſſes 
To cuery ſound acceptance ? I confeſle, 
That till th affaite was paſt, my paſſions fl am d, 
But now tis helpleſſe, and no cauſe in me, 
Reſt in theſe embers my yamoued ſoule, 
With any outward change; this dyſtick minding ; 
No man ſh ow more — his owne loſſe, woes, 
Bein his fault) then any ſtranger docs. 
ng 25 the worlds 22 loues, andayry honors, 
What ſoule that euer loud them molt in life, 
(Oace ſeuer d from this breathing (epulghre ) 
Againe came and appcarde in any kind 
Their kinde admirer (till, or did the (tate 
Of any beſt man here, aſſociate ? 
And cuery true ſoule ſhould be here ſo ſeuer'd 
From loue of ſuch men, as here drowne their ſoules +» 
As all the world does ? Cate ſole accepted, - 
To whom lle fly now, and my wifein way 
{Poore Lady, and poore children, worſe then fatherleſle) 
> Viſit, and comfort, Come Demetrius, T hey diſguſe 
Wie now mult ſuse our habites to our fortunes; tbew/clncs, 
And ſince theſe changes euet chance to greatcelt, 
Nor delire to be 1 
Doe fortune, to exceed it, what ſhe can) 
A Pompey, or a Ceſar, but a man. 


Emter C ear, Anthony, Acilin, with ſoul diers. 


Ce. O Me haue ſlaine, not canquerd. Roman blood 

Perucrts th cuent, and deſperate blood let out 

Withther one ſ words. Did euet men before 

Enuy theit one liues, ſince another hu d 

Whom they would willlully conceius chcic ſoe, 

And forge a Tyrant merely in their ſeares 

To iuſtifie their ſlaughters ? Conſuls ? furies- 

Aut. Be, Sir, theix faulty their grielcs { Tue greater number 
| K Were 


Exeun, 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


Were only ſlaues, that leſt theit bloods to ruth, 
And altogether, but (ix thouſand ſlaine. 
C. How euer many ; gods and men can witnelle\ 
Themſclues enforct it, much agairilt the moſt 

I could enforce on Pempey for our peace. 

Ol all ſlaine, yet, if rata only liu d, 

I ſhould be comforted, for his life ſau d 

Would weigh the whole fix thouſand that are loſt. 
But much | feare his death, becauſe the battell 
Full flricken now, he yet abides vnfound. 

Acil. | ſaw him fighting neare the battels end. 

But ſuddainly giue off, as bei t to fly. 


Emer Fru. 


«Auth, He comes here, ſee Sir. 
Brs. I (ubmit to Cæſa- 
My lite and fortunes. 
Ceſc A more welcome fortune 
; Is Bram, then my conquelt, 
Bx. Sir, I fought | 
Againſi your conqueſt, and your ſelſe ; and merit 
(1 mult acknowledge) a much ſterner welcome. 
Ce/. You fought with me, Sir, for | know your armes 
Were taken for your Country, not for he 
And for my Country I fought, nothing Ielle 
Then he, or both the mighty-ſtomak't Confuls , 
Both whom (I heare) haue ſlaine themſelues b: fore 
They would enioy lite in the good of Ceſar. 
But I am nothing worſe, how ill ſoeuer 
They, and the great authority of Rowe 
would faine entorce me by their mere ſuſpitions. 
Loud they their Country better then her Aratus? 
Or knew what fitted aoblelle, and a Romane 
With freer ſoules then rata. Thoſe that liue 
Shall ſee in Ceſarr iuſtice, and what euer 
Might make me worthy both their liues and loues, 
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That! haue loſt the one without my merit, 

And they the other with no Roman ſpirit. 

Are you empair'd to liue, and ioy my loue ? 

Only req ite me, rut, loue but Caſar, 

And be in all the powers of (ear, Ceſar. 

In which free wiſh, I ioyne your father (ate ; 

Fee whom lle haſte to Mica, and pray 

His loue may ſtrengthen my ſucceſſe to day. E xeunt, 


Porcica in haſte, Marciling bare, following, Porcing 
which he takes downe. 


8 aiſcoueri a bed, aud « ſinond hanging by it, 
\ 


Car. To whyt vic take you that (my Lord? 
Por. Tate ob \ 
No note that Ltake itjnorlet any ſermant, 
Belides your ſelſe, of all my fathers neareſt, 
Secueany mood he ſerues, with any knowledge 
Of this or any other, Ce/ar comes 
And giues his army wings to reach this towne. 
Not for the townes ſake, but to ſaue my father, 
Whom iuſtly he ſuſpects to bereſolu'd 
Ofany violence to his life, before 


Hewi preſerue it by a Tyrants favour, 


For Pompey hath miſcaried, and is fled. 
Be true to me, and to my fathers lite; 
And doe not tell him; nor his fury ſerue 
With any other. 

Mar. 1 will dye, my Lord, 


| j! Ere I obſerue it. 


. 
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For, O my Lord and father- 


Cato, eAthenedor a \ Statilize, 


Cr. What feares fly here on all ſides ? what wilde lookes 
IF} Are ſquinted at me from mens mere ſ : 


That 


> 
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That I am wilde my ſelſe, and would enforce 
What will be taken from me by the I yrant. 


eAth, No : Would you only aske liſe, he would thinke 


His owne life given mdre ſtrengthin giuing yours 
Cat, | aske my life of him # 
Stat. Aske what's his owne ? 

Of him he ſcornes ſhould haue the leaſt drop in it 

At his diſpoſure. 

Cat, No, Statilum. 

Men that haue forfeit liues by breaking lawes, 

Or haue beene overcome, may beg their lives, 

But I haue euer beene in cuery iuſtice 

Better then Ceſar, and was never conquer'd, 

Or made to fly for liſe, as Ceſar was. 

But haue beene victor euer, to my wiſh, 

'Gainſt whom!ocu-r euer hath oppoſde; 
Where Ceſar now is conquer'd in his Conquell, 
In the ambition, he till now denide ; 
Taking ypon him to giue life, when death 
Is tenfold due to his moſt tyrannous ſelſe. 
No right, no power giuen him to taiſe an army, 
Which in deſpight of Rams he leades about 
Slaughtering her loyall ſubiects, like an outlaw, 
Nor 1s he better. Tongue, ſhew, falſhood are, 
To bloodieſi deaths his parts ſo much admir d, 
Vaineglory, villany z and at beſt you can, 
Fed with the parings of a worthy man. 
My fame affirme my life receiu'd from him ? 
Ile rather make a beaſt my ſecond father; 

Stat. The gods avert from euery Roman minde 
The name of ſlaue to any Tyrants pow 
Why was man everiult, butto be free, 
Gainlt all iniuflice ? and to beate about him 
As well all meanes to freedome euery houre, 
As euery houre he ſhould be arm'd for deaab, 
Which only is his freedomeZ# 
eb. But Stataline 
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Death is not free for any mans election, 
Till nature, or the law, impoſe it on him, 


Cat. Muſt a man goe to law then, when he may 


Enioy his one in peace? If | can vie 
Mine one my ſelſe, mult I of force, reſerue it 
To ſerue a Tyrant with it ? All toft men 
Not only may enlarge their liues, hut muſt, 
From all rule tyrannous, or livevniult. 
Ath. By death mult they enlarge their liues ? 
Cat, By deaths 
eAth, A man's not bound to that. 
Car. Ile proue he is. 
Are not the liues of all men bound to ſuſſice? 
Ath, They are. | 
Cat. And therefore net to ſerue iniultice: 
luſtice it ſelfe ought euer to be free, 
And therefore euety iult man being a part 
Of that frec juſtice, ſnould be free ac it. 
Ath, Then wherefore is there law for death t 
Cut. That all 
That know not what law is, nor freely can 
Performe the fitting iuſtice of a man 
In kingdomes common good, may beenſorc't. 
But is not euery ĩuſt man to him ſclfe 
The perſect'ſi law ? 
Ath, Suppoſe. 
Cu. Then to himſelſe 


Is every iuſt mans life ſubordinate. 


Againe, Sit; Is not our free ſoule inſuſ d 
To every body in her ablolute end 


To tule that body ? in which abſolute rule 


Is ſhe not abſolutely Empreſle ot it? 
And being Empreſſe, may (he not diſpoſe 
Ir, and the lite in it, at her iuſt pleaſure t 
Ath. Not to deſtroy it. 
Ce. No; ſhe not deſtroyes it 
When ſhe diſliues it ; that their freedomes may 
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Goe firme together, like their powers and organs, 
Racher then let it live arebell to her, 
Prophaning that diuine coniunction 
Twixt her and it; nay, a diſiunction makin 
Betwixt them worſe then death ; in killing quick 
That whichin iuſſ· death liues: being dead to her 
It to her rule dead; andi to her aliue, 
If dying in her iult rule, 
Ath. The body lives not 
When death hath reſt it. 
Cat, Yet tis free, and k 
Fit for reiunction in mans ſecond life; 
Which dying tebell to the ſoule, is farre 
Vufit to ioyne with her in perſect life. 
eAth, It ſhall not ioyne with her againe. 
Cat, It ſhall; 
Ath. In reaſon ſhall it : 
Cat. In apparant teaſon 
Which lle proue cleately. 
Stat. Heare, and iudge it Sir, 
Cas, As nature works in all things to an end, 
$0 in th appre priate honor of that end, 
All things precedent haue their naturall frame , 
And therefore is there a proportion 
Betwixt the ends of thole things and their primes: 
For elſe there could not be in their creati 
Alwayes, or for the molt part, that firme forme 
In their ſtill like exiſtence ; that we ſee 
In each full creature. What jon then. 
Hath an immortall with a mortull ſubſlance ? 
And therefore the mortality co which 
A man is ſubic; rather is a ſleepe, 
Then beſtiall death ; ſince fleepe 
The twins of nature. For if abſolute death 
And beſliall ſeaſe the body of a man, 
Then is there no nin his parts, 


and death are calbd 
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Retaines diuine proportion. For as ſleepe 
No diſproportion holds with humane ſoules, 
But aptly quickens the proportion 
Twixt them and bodies, making bodies fitter 
To giue vp ſotmes to ſoules, which is their end 
So death(twin-borne of ſleepe) teſoluing all 
Mans bodies heauy parts; in lighter nature 
Makes a __ — the ſpritely ſoule 
When in a ſecond life their beings giuen, 
olds their proportion fitme, in higheſt heauen. 
0 Ath. Hold you out bodies ſhall reuiue, reſuming 
f Dur ſoules againe to heauen ? 
Car, Paſt doubt, though others 
Thinke heauen a world too high for our low reache a. 
Not knowing the ſacred fence of him that ſings, 
Jose can let downe a golden chaine from heauen, 
Which eyed to earth, ſhallferch vp earth and ſeas ; 
And what's that golden chaine, but our pure ſoules, 
A golden beame of him, let downe by him, 
That gouern'd with his grace, and drawne by him, 
Can hoiſt this earthy body vp to him. . 
The ſea, and ayre, and all the clements 
Comprelt in it: not while tis thus conotet, 
But fin'd by death, and then giuen heauenly hear. 
- Ath. You happy expolition of that | 5 
(Whoſe ſacred neuer heard ſo founded 
Euicts glad grant me you hold a truth. 
| Stat. Ist not a manly truth, and mere divine ? = 
Ce. Tis a good chenreſull doctrine for good men. 
But (ſonne and ſervants) thisis only arga'd 
Io ſpend our deare time well, and nohfe vrgethi 
Toany violence further then his owner 
And grauer men hold fit. Lets talke of Coe, 
f — the — ſubiect᷑ of all talke, and he 
otl ing on. Is ſupper ready 
Har. leis, * Lord. 
Cu. Why then let's in and cat; 
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Our coole ſubmiſſion will quench c heat. 
Sta. Submillion here's for him, 
Cai, Statins, 
My reaſons mult not ſtrengthen you in error, 
Nor learn'd Athenodorus gentle yeelding. 
Talke with ſome other deepe Philoſophers ' 
Or ſome diuine Prieſt of the knowing gods, | 
And heare their reaſons; in meane time come ſup; Excunt. 
Cato going out arme in arme 


berwixt Athen, and Statiliaa. 


Act V. Scene l. 


Euter Uſters, with the two Lentali, and Septimius before 
Cornelia; Cyric, Telefilla, Leia, Druſau, with ther, 
following, Cornelia, Septimius and the rwo 
Lentuls readmy letters; 


Cor, CO may my comforts for this good newes thrive 
As 1 am thankfull for them to the Gods. 

Toyes vnexpected, and in deſperate plight, 

Are (till moſt ſweet, and proue from whence they come 

When earths Qill Moonelite confidence, inioy, 

Tsat her full, True joy deſcending farre 

From paſt her ſphere, and from that higheſt heaven 

That moues and is not mou'd : how farre was 7 

From hope of theſe euents, when fearcfull dreames 

Of Harpies tearing out my heart ? of armies 

Terribly ioyning ? Cities, kingdomesfalli 

And all on me ? proud ſleepe, not twin to death, 

But to me, death it ſelfe ? yet making then, - 

Theſe letters, full of as much chearefull life, 

* 1foyndcloſde in my hand. O gods how iultly 

Ye laugh at all penny a cy 
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That riſe not from your judgements ? at all ioyes, 
Not drawne I from your ſelues, and in ye, 
Diſtruſt in man is faith, truſt in him ruine. 
4 Why write great learned inen ? men merely tapt 
' With ſacred rage, of confidence, belcefe 
Vndanted ſpirits / inexorable fate 
. And all feare treading on ? tis all but ayre, 
It any comfort be, tis in deſpaire. 
1 Len. You learned Ladies may hold any thing, 
2 Lent. Now madam is your walk from coach come neace - 
The promontory, where you late commanded 
A Sentinel] ſhould ſtand to ſee from thence 
If either with a nauy, brought by ſea, 
Or traine by land; great Pompeycomes to greet y oh 
As in your letters, he neare this time promiſde. 
Cer. O may this Iſle of Leibot, compiſt in 
With the gear (ca, that doth diuide 
Emrope from Aſia. ( The ſweet literate world 
From the Barbarian) from my barbarous dreames 
Diuide my deareſt husband and hisfortuncs. 
2 Len, He's buſied now with ordering offices. 
By this time, madam, (its your honor'd father He /oobs in 
In Ceſar: chaire of vniuerſall Biſhop. b letter. 
Demitius A noburbas, is made Conlull, 
Spynther his Conſort; and Phaoniay 
Tribune, or Pretor, 


Sep. Theſe were only ſought 
Before the battaile, not obtaind j nor mouing 
My father but in ſhadowes. 
Corn, Why ſhould men 

Tempt fare with ſuch firme confidence ? ſeeking places 

Before the power that ſhould diſpoſe could grant them ? 

For then the ſtroke of battaile was not ſtruck. 

Len. Nay, that was ſute enough. Phy/itian: know 
a When 


Septimiua with letter. 
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When fick mens eyes are broken, they muſt dye. 

Your letters — ow his victory 

Loſt in che skirmiſh, which I know hath broken 

Both the eyes and heart of ( ar: for as men 
Healchfull through all their lives to grey-hayr'd age, 
When ſickneſſe takes them once, they ſeldom ſcape: 
$0 Ca victor in his generall fights 

Till this late skirmiſh, could no aduerſe blow 

Suſtaine without his vtter overthrow, 

2 Lent. See, madam, now; your Sentinell ; enquire. 
Cor. Sceſt thou no fleet yet (Sentinell) nor traine 
That may be thought great Pompey: / 

Sen. Not yet, madame. 

1 Len. Sceſt thou no travellers addreſt this way ? 

In any number on this Lesbian ſhors ? | 
Sent. I ſee ſome not worth note; a couple comming | 

This way, on foot, that are not now farre hence. 

2 Len. Come they apace ? like meſſengers with newes ? 

Sent, No, nothing like (my Lord) nor are their habites N 
Of any ſuch mens faſhionsʒ being long mantles, 

And fable hew'd ; their heads all hid in hats 

Of parching Theſſaly, broad brimm d, high crown'd. 

Cor. Theſe ſerue not our hopes, 
Sent, Now l fee a ſhip, 

| Akenniag hence, that ſtrikes into the hauen. 

Cor, One onely ſhip ? 

Sen. One only, madgm, yet. 

Cor. That ſhould not be my Lord, 

Lem. Your Lord? no madam. 

Sen, She now lets outarm'd men vpon the land. 

2 Lent, Arm'd men ?with drum and colours ? 

Sen. No, my Lord, 

But bright in armes, yet beare halfe pikes, or beadhookes, 
2 Lent. Theſe can be no plumes in the traine of Pompey, 
Cor. lle ſee him in his letter, once againe, 

Sen, Now, madam, come the two I ſaw on foot, 


Hg Zater 
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Enter Pompey and Demetrius. 


Dem, See your Princeſſe, Sir, come thus farre from the 
City in her coach, to encounter your promiſt comming 
About this time in your lalt letters. 

Pom. The world is alterd ſincę Demetrius (offer to goe by, 

1 Lent. Sce, madam, two Theſlalian Augurs it ſeemas 
By their habits, Call, and enquireit either by their 
Fils or travels, they know no newes of your husband. 

Cor. My tricnds ? a word. 

Dem. With vs, madam ? 

Cor. Yes. Are you of Theſſaly ? * 

Dem. I, madam, and allthe world beſides. 

Cor, Your Country is great. 

Dem. And our portions little. 

Cor. Are you Augures / 

Dem, Augures, madam ? yesa kinde of Augures, a 
Wizerds, that goe vp and cownethe world, teaching 
How to turne ill to good. 

Cor, Canyou doe that? 

Dem. I, madam, you haue no worke for ys, haue you? 
No ill to turne good, I meane? 

Cor, Yes the abſence of my husband. 

Dem. What's he: 

Cor, Pompey the yu 

Dem Wherein is pay 

Cor. In his command of the world. 

Dem, Then he's great in others. Take him without his 
Addition (great) what is he then? 

Cor, Pompey, 

Dem. Not your husband then 

(er. Nothing the leſſe for his greatneſſe. | 
Dem. Not in his right;: but in your comfarts he is, 
Cor, His right is my 

Dem. What's his wrong ? 

(or. My lorrow. 
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Dem. And that's ill. 

Cor. Ves. 

Dem. Y'are come to the vie of our Profeflion, madam, 
would you haue that ill turnd good ? that 
Sorrow turnd comfort ? 

(or. Why is my Lord wrong'd ? 

Dem. We proſeſſe not that knowledge, madam: 
Suppoſe he were. 

Cor. Not I. 

Dem. Youle ſuppoſe him good. 

Cor He is ſo. 

Dem. Then muſt you needs ſuppoſe him wrong d; for 
All goodneſſe is wrong d in this world, 

Cor, What call you wrong ? 

Dew. Ill fortune, affliction. 

Cor, Thinke you my Lordafflited ? 

Dem. Lf | thinke him good (madam) i muſt. Vnleſſe he 
Be worldly goody and then, either he is ill, or has ill : 
Since, as no ſugar is without poyſon : ſo is no worldly 
Goog without ill. Euen —. y nouriſhe in it, like a 
Houſhold chiefe, which is the worſt of all theeues. 

Cor, Then he is not worldly, but truly good. 

Dem, He's too great to be truly goadzfor worldly greatnes 
Is the chieſe worldly goodneſſe: and all worldly goodneſſe 
I proud before) has ill in it: which true good has not. 

Cor. It he rule well wien his greatneſſe j wherein is he ill? 
Dem, But great Rulers ate like Carpenters, that weare their 
Rules at their backs till: and therefore to make good your 
True good in him, y ad better ſuppoſe him little or meane, 
For in the meane only is the true good. 

Pew. But euery great Lady mult haue her husband 
Great ſtill, or her loue will be little. 

Cor, I am none of thoſe great Ladyes. 

1 Lent, She's a Philoſophreſſe Augure, and can curne 
Ill to good as well as you. 

Pom. 1 would then, not honor, but adore her: could you 


Submit your ſelſe cheareſuſty to your husband, 
Suppoling 
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Suppoſing him falne : 
Cor, Ii he ſubmit himſelfe chearfully to his fortune. 
Pom, Tis the greateſi greatnes in the world you vndertake, 

Cor. I would be ſo great, if he were, 

Pom. In ſuppolition, 

Cor. In tact. (greatneſſe; 
Pom Be no woman, but a Ooddeſſe then & make good thy 
I am chearfully falne; be chcartull. 

Cor, | am : and welcome, as the world were cloſde 
In theſe embraces, » 

Pow. Is it poſſible? 

A woman, loſing greatneſſe, ſtill as good, 

As at her greatell ? O gods, was Ieuer 

Great till this minute? 

Amb. Len, Pompey! 

Pew. View me bettet- 

Amb . Len, Corquerd by (afar? 

Pow, Not |, but mine army. 

No fault in me, in it: no conqueſt of me; 

I cread this low catth as I trod on Ceſar. 

Muſt I not hold my ſelie, though loſe the world 2 
Norloſel leſſeʒ a world loſt at one clap, 

Tis more then eue euer thunidred with. 

What glory is it to haue my hand hurle 

Sovalt a volley through the groning ayre ? 

And ist not great, to turne grieſes thus to ioyes, 
T hat bieake the hearts of others 

Amb. Les. O tis Iens· like. 

Pow, It is to imitate /one, that from the wounds 
Of ſoſteſt clouds, beats vp the terribleſt ſounds. 

I now am good, for good men (till haue leaſt, 

That twixt themſe lues and God riſe their reſt, 
Cor, O Pompey, Pompey : neuer till now, 
Poem, O my Cornelia: let vs fill be good, 

And we ſhall ill be great: and — 

In every ſolid grace, then when the tumor 

And bile of rotten obſeruation (weld ys- 
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Griefes for wants out a q; are without our cure, 
Greatneſle, not of icfelfe, is neuer ſure, 
Before, we went vpon heaucn. ta: er treading 
The virtuꝰs of it vynderioor, in ma / ing | 
The vicious world our heauen ; then walking there | 
Euen here, as knowing that our home z coremning 
All torg'd heavens here rai'de ; ſetting h1l's on hills, 
Fulcas trom heauen fell, yet on's fert o. light, 
And ſtood no leſſe a god then at his hetigut; | 
At loweſt, things lye faſt : we now are like 
The ewo Poles propping heauen, on which heauen moues; 
And they are fixt, and quiet, being aboue | 
All motion farre, we teſt aboue the heauens, 
Cor, O, | more ioy, Cembrace my Lord thus fixt, 
Then he had brought me ten inconſſant conquelts, 
I Len Miraculous ſtanding in a fall ſo great, 
Would Cæſar knew, Sir, how you conquerd him 
In your conuiction. 
Pow, Tis enough for me 
That Powpey knows it. I will ſtand no more 
On others legs : nor build one ioy without me. 
It ever 1 be worth a houſe againe, gs 
Ile build all inward : not a light ſhall ope 
The common outu ay: no expence, no art, 
No ornament, no dore will / vſe there, 
But raiſe all plaine, and rudely, like a rampier, 
Againſt the falſe ſociety of men 
That ſtill batters 
All reaſon peecemeale, And for earthy greatneſſe 
All heauenly comforts rarifies to ayre » 
Ile therefore liue in darke, and all my light, 
Like ancient Temples, let in at my top- 
This were to turne ones back to all the world, 
And only looke at heauen. Empedocles 
Recur'd a mortall plague through all his Country, 
With ſtopping vp the yawning of a hill, 
From whence the hollow and —— South 4 
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Exhald his venomd vapor. And what elſe 

Is any King, given ouer to his luſts, 
But cuen the poyſon'd cleft of that crackt mountaine, 
That all his kingdome plagues with his example? 
Which I hwe (topt now, and ſo cur d my Country 
Of ſuch a ſenſuall peſtilence: 

When therefore our diſeaſ de affections 

Harmefull to humane freedome; and ſlormelike 
Inferring darkneile to th inſected minde 

Oppreſc our comforts: tis but letting in 

The light of reaſon, and a purer ſpirit, 

Take in another way ; like roomesthat fight 

With windowes gainſt the winde, yet let in light. 
Amb. Len. My Lord, we ſetu d before, but now adore you. 

Sen, My Lord, the armed men I diſcou'rd lately 
Vnſhipt, and landed ; now are trooping neare. 
Pom, What arm d men are they 
2 Len, Some, my Lord, that lately 
The Sentinel diſcoucr'd, but not knew, 
Sen. Now all the fea / my Lords is hid with ſhips, 

Another Promontory flanking this, 
Some furlong hence, is climb'd,and full of people, 
That calily may ſee hither; itſeemes looking 
What theſe ſo nearcintend: Take heedgthey come. 


Emter «Achillas, Septixa, Salma, with ſoul diert, 


Ach. Haile to Romer great Commanderzto whom e/£gype 
(Not long ſince ſeated in his kingdeme by thee, 
And ſentto by thee in thy pallage by) 
Sends vs with anſwer; which withdraw and heate. 
Poms lle kiile my children firlt, 
Sep. Bleile me, my Lord. 
Porn, I will, and ru, my poore daughter too. 
Even that high hand that hurld me dne thus low, 
K-epe you from riſing high: I heare: now tell me. 
I thinke (my friend) you ence (eru'd ynder me: 
Seprina only nods with bis bead. 
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” Pom, Nod onely ? not a word daigne ? what are theſe? 
Cancha? | am now not worth mens w ds. 
eAch. Pleaſe you teceiue your ayde, Sir? 
Poem. I, I come. Exit Pom. The draw and follow, 
Cor, Why draw they? See, my Lords;attcnd tuem vikers. 
Sen, O they haue ſlaine great Pompey. 
Cor, O my husband. 
Sept. yr. Mother, take comfort, Enter Pompey b les ding. 
O my Lord andſather. 
Pom. See heauens your ſufferings, is my Countres loue 
The iultice of an Empire z pietie; 
Worth this end in their leader: laſt yet liſe, 
And bring the gods off fairer : after this 
Who will adore, or ſerue the deities ? 
Ht bides bi face with his robe. 


Enter the Mwrtherers, 


Ach, Helpe hale him off: and take his head for ('2/ar, 
Sep. Mother? O ſaue vs; Pompey O my father. 


Enter the two Lentuli and Demetrius bleeding, 
and hueele about Cornelia, 


1 Lew. Vet fals not heauen ? Madam, O make good 
Your late great ſpirits ; all the world will ſay, 
You know not how to beate aduerle euents, 
If now you languiſh. 

Omm. Take her to her coach. They bleme hey out. 


Cato with a booke in buy hand, 


O Beallly apprehenders of things manly, 

And merely heauenly : they with all the reaſons 
I v{de for iuſt mens liberties, to beare 

Their lives and deaths vp in their owne free hands 
Feare (till my reſolution though I ſeeme 


To 


| 
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Togiueit off likethem : and now am woonne 

| Tothinke my life in lawes rule, not mine owne, 
When once it comes to death; as ifthe law 

Made for a ſort of outlawes, muſt bound me 

In their ſubiection; as if I could 

Berackt out of my vaines, to liue in others ; 

As fo I mult. if others rule my life ; 

And publique power Keepe all the right of death,. 
As if men needes mult ſerue the place of juſtice ; 
The forme, and idoll, and renounce it ſelfe ? 

Our ſelues, and all our rights in God and goodneſlc ? 
Our whole contents and freedomes to diſpoſe, 

All in the ĩoyes and wayes of arrant rogues ? 

No (tay but their wilde errors, to ſuſtaine vs? 

No torges but their throats to vent our breaths ? 
To forme our lives in, and repoſe our deaths ? 

- See, they haue got my ſword. Who's there ? 
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Emer Ma cillina hure. 


Mar, My Lord: 
Cat, Who rooke my ſword hence?Dumb? I doe not aske 
For any vſe or care of it: hut hope 
I may be anſwered. Goe Sir, let me haue it, Exit Mar. 
Poure flanes, how terribte this death is to them 
If men would i] zepe, they would be roth with all 
— — ru - Phytick take to rake 

he golden relt it brings: both pay and 
For goud, and ſoundeſt naps : ali friends —— "_"_ 
la thoſe kinde inuocations; praying all | 
Good reſt, the gods vouchſate you ; dut when death 
(Sleepes naturall brother) comes z (that's nothing worſe, 
But better; being more rich; and keepes theftore , 
Sleepe cuer fickle, way ward ſtill, and poore) 
O how men grudge, an ſhake, and ſeate, and fly 
Hisiterne approaches? all their comforts taken 
Ia taith, and knowledge of the bliile and beaaties 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


That watch their wakings in an endleſſe life: 
Dround in the paines and horrors of their ſenſe 
Suſtainde but for an houre ; be all the earth 
Rapt with this error, Ile purſue my reafon, | 
And hold that as my light and fiery pillar, | 
Th'eternall law of heauen and earth no Ermer, 
But while I ſeeke to conquer conquering Ceſar, | 
My ſoft-ſplen'd ſcruants ouerrule and curb me. 
He knocks, and Brut enters, | 
Wheres he | ſent to fetch and place my ſword | 
Where late ] leit it? Dumb to? Come another 1 
Enter Cleant hes. 
Where's my ſword hung here ? 
Cle. My Lord, I know nor, Ent. Marcilins. 
Cat. The reft,comein there. Where's the ſword | charg'd 
To giue his place againe? Ile breake your lips ope, (you 
Spight of my freedome all my feruants, friends , 
My (onne and all, will needs Betray me naked | 
To th' armed malice of afoe fo fierce 
And Beare-like, mankinde of the blood of virtue. ; 
O gods, ho euer ſaw methuscontemn'd ? 
Goe call my ſonne in; tell him, that the leſſe 
He ſhe wes himlelfe my ſonne, the lefle Ile care 
To ſiue his father. 


Emer eAthenodorm, Porting + Porenae kneeling Arat; 
Clrambes and Marciling by bm. 


Por. I beſrech you, Sir, 

Reſt patient ot my duty, and my loue z 
Your other children think on, our poore mother, 
Your family, your Country. 

Cat: If the geds 
Glue over I. Ile fly the world with them, 
eMthen:doruw, [ zEmire the changes, 
Int: in heavenly prouidence. When Pompey 
Did all things out of courfe, paſt right, paſt reaſon, 
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He ſtood inuiacible againſt the world: 
Yet, now his cares grew pious, and his powers 
Set all vp for his Countrey, he is conquered, 

Ab. The gods wills ſecret are, not mo we me ſute 
Their chaſt-reſcrucd deepes by our dry ſliallowes. 
Suthceth vs, we are entirely ſuch 
Astwixtthem and our conſciences we know 
Theit graces, in our virtues, ſhall preſent 
Vnſpotted with the earth ; to th high throne 
Thatoucrlookes vs: for this gyant world 
Let's not contend with it, when heaven it ſelſe 
Failes to reforme it: why ſhould we affect 
The leaſt hand ouer it, in that ambition ? 

A heape tis of digeſted villany ; 
Virtue in labor with eternall Chaos 
Preſt toa liuing death, and tackt beneath it. 
Her throwes vnpitied; every worthy man 
Limb by limb {:wne out of her virgine wombe, 
To liue here peecemeall tortut d, fly life then; 
(our life and death made preſidents for men · Exu, 

Cat, Ye heate (my maſters) what a life this is, 

And vie much reaſon to teſpect it ſo. 

But mine ſhall ſerue ye. Yet reſtore my ſword, 
Leſt too much ye preſume, and I conceiue 

Ye front me like my fortunes. Where's Statilius ? 

Por. I think Sir, gone with the three hundred Romans 
In Laci Ceſar: charge, to ſerue the victor. 

Cat. And would not take his leaue of his poore friend? 
Thea the Philoſophers haue (toop't his ſpirit. 

Which | admire, in one ſo free, and knowing, 
And ſuch a fiery hater of baſe life, 

Beſides, being ſuch a yow'd and noted foe 
To our great Conqueror, But I aduiſde him 
To ſpare his youth, and liue. 

Por, My brother Brutus 

1s gone to Ceſar. 

Cat. Brutus Of mine honor 
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(Although he be my ſonne in law) I mult Gay 
There went as worthy, and as learned a Preſident 
As liues in Remes whole rule, for all lifes actions; 
And yet your filter Porces (his wife) 
Would ſcarce haue done this. But (for you my ſonne 
. Howeuet Ceſar deales with me; be countailde 
By your experienc't father, not to touch 
At any action of the publique weale, 
Nor any rule beate neare her politique ſterne: 
For, to be vbright, and ſincere therein h 
Like Cates ſonne, the times corruption 
Will neuer beare it: and, to ſooth the time, 
You ſhall doe baſely, and ynworthy your liſe; 
Which, to the gods | wiſh, may outweigh mine 
Incuery virtue; hewſocucr ill 
You thrive in honor, 
Por, I, my Lord, ſhall gladly 
Obey that counſell. 
Cat. And what needed you 
Vrge my kinde care of any charge that nature 
Impoſes on me ? haue / euer fhowne 
Loues leaſt defect to you ? or any dues 
The molt iddulgent father (being diſcreet) 
Could doe his deareſt blood / doe you me right 
In iu igement, and in honor ; and diſpence 
With pallionate nature: goe, neglect me not, 
But ſend m (word in. Goe, tis I that charge you. 
For. O my Lord, and father, come, aduiſe me. Zxeant, 
{ at, What haue I now to thinke on in this world ? 
none thought of the world , / goe each minute 
Miſcharg'd of all cares that may fit my freedome. 
he next world, and my ſoule, then let me ſetue 
Vith her laſt vtterance , that my body may 
With ſweetne(le of the paſſage drowne the ſowre 
That death will mix with it: the Confuls ſoules 
That ſlew themſelue: ſo nobly, fcorning life 
Led vnder T yrants Scepters, mine would lee. 1 
or 
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For we ſhill know each other; and paſt {each 
Retaine thoſe formes of knowledge ſe nd i» life; 
Since if what here we learne, wet ere ſhall loſe, 
Our i:umortality were not life, but time. 

And that our ſoules in reaſon are immortal, 
Tucit natural and proper obiects prove ; 
Which immortalli:y and knowledge ate. 

For to that obiect cuer isreterr'd 

The nature of the ſoule, in which the acts 

Of her high facultics are ſtill employde, 

And that true obiect muſt her powers obtaine 
To which they are in natures aime directed. 
Since twere abſurd to haue her ſet an obiect 
Which poſſibly ſhe neuer can aſpire. 


Enter a Page with by ſword taken ont before, 


Pag. Your ſword, my Lord. 
Cat. O is it found ? lay downe 
Vpon the bed (my boy) Exit Pa. Poore men; a boy 
Muſt be preſcater ; manhood at no hand 
Mult ſerue ſo foule a fact; for fo are calde 
(In common mouths) mens faireſt acts of all. 
Vnſheath ; ist ſharpe ? tis ſweet, Now I am ſaſe, 
Come Ceſar, quickly now, or loſe your vaſſall. 
Now wing thee, deare ſoule, and receiue her heauen. 
The earth, the ayre, and (cas | know, and all 
The ioyes, and horrors of their peace and warres, 
And now will ſee the gods Rate, and the ſtarres. 


Ve ali vpon his ſword, and enter Statilins at another 
ſide of the Stage with bis ſword drawne, Por- 
cim, Brutus, (leanthtrand Marci: 


Stat, Cato ? my Lord? 
Por. | ſwveare (Statiline) 
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He's forth, and gone to ſeeke you, charging me 
To ſeeke elſewhere, leſt you had ſlaine your (elfe ; 
And by his loue entreated ycu would live. 
Sta, ſueare by all che gods, Ile tun bis fortunes. 
Por, You may, you may; but ſhun the victot now; 
Who neare is, and will make vs all his ſlaues. 
Sta He ſhall himſe lie be mine fitſt, and my laues, Exit, 
For. Looke, looke in tomy father, O ( ſeare) 
He is no ſight ſor me to beere and line, Exi, 
O. 3 © ruthfull ſpectacle? ö 
Cle- He hath ript his cotrals, 
Bra. Search, ſearch they may be ſound, 
Cle. T hey may, and are, 
Giue leaue, my Lord, that j may ſew them vp 
Being yet vnperiſhe, He thruſt; bim back, c 
Ca. Stand oftznow they are not. plucks owt bus entrals, 
Haue he my curſe that my lifes leaſt part ſaues. 
luſt men are only free, the reſt are ſlaues. 
Bra. Myrror of men, 


Aar, The gods enuied his goodneſſe. 


Enter Ceſar, Anthony, Brit, » Acilion, with Lora. 
and Cuizens of Inca. 


e, 


Ceſ. Too late, too late j with all our haſte. O cue, 
All my late Conqueſt, and my lifes whole acti, 
Moſt crownde, moſt beautiſied, ate ba ſted all 
With thy graue lifes expiring in their ſcorne. 
Thy life was rule to all lives ; and thy death 
(Thus forcibly deſpiſing lite} the quench 
Of all lives glories. 
Amt. Vnreclaim d math? 
How cenſ{ure38ra#tas his iterne fathers fat? 
Bru. T was not well done. 
C © cenſure not Hs acts; 
Who knew as well what fitted man, as all men · 


K 


The Tragedy of 
Enter eAchilina,Septimins, Safvins, with Pompey: bead. 


All kneeling. Vour enemies head Ceſar, 
Ce. — monſters, 12 


Wound not mine eyes with it, nor in my camp 
Let any dare to view it; farreas 
The den of barbariſme flies, and bliſſe 
The dittereſt curſe of vext and iſde nature, 
Transferre it from me, Bornethe plagues of virtue 
How dur(t ye poyſon thus my thoughes ? to torture 
Them with iaſtant rapture. 
Omen. 3. Sacred ( «ſar. 
Caf. Away with them; I yow by all my comforts, 
Who ſlack ſeerney, or not fiery in my charge, 
Shall ſuffer with them. 
All the ſauldierr . Out baſe murtherers; 
T ortures, tortures for them: bale them ont, 
Onn. Crucll Ceſar. 
Ceſ. Too milde with any torture. 
Bru. Let me crau: 
The ea ſe of my hate on their one curſt life, 
Ceſ; Good Breu take it; O you coole the poy (on 
Theſe villaines flaming pou rd vpon my ſpleen 
To ſuffer with my lothi Ifthe blood 
Of cucry common Roman toucht ſo neare, 
Shall I cenfirme the falſe brand of my tyranny 
With being found a fautor of his murther 
Whom my deare Country chuide to fight for her? 
a- Tour patience Siry their toftures well will quit you; 
Let my ſlaves vic, Sir, be your preſident. 
Caf: It ſhall, I ſweare: you dos the infinite honor. 
O Caro, | enuy thy death, fince thou 
Enuiedlt my glory to preſerve thy life. 
_ nap dre wn — 
o farre ir hurt, that all my 
Shall fly co their deſires. And (or Rand) 


My 


Cæſar and Pompey. 


My Lords and Citizens of tics, 
His much renowne of you, quit with your moſt, 
And by the ſca, ypon ſome eminent rock, 

Erect h ſumptuous tombe; on which aduance 
With all fit tate his ſtatue ; whoſe right hand 

Let hold his ſword, where, may to all times reſt 
His bones as honor d as his ſoule is ble(t. 


FI1NIS. 


